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TOP GEAR SKIN 
Richard Allen 


AUTHOR’S NOTE 


A skinhead book without Joe Hawkins seems, to me, to 
be going against the grain, but | feel the moment has 
come to introduce my readers to another character, Roy 
Baird, and given time, Roy will rank in popularity along- 
side the redoubtable Mr Hawkins. 


To all those who have taken the bother to send letters 
to me, and they are many, | dedicate this book. That in- 
cludes the boys and girls in Hull, Manchester, Renfrew- 
shire, Chester, Ashford, Gillingham, Bristol, Exeter, 
Newcastle, Bradford, Southampton, Gloucester, Wolver- 
hampton, and just about every district in London. To 
those who selected me as a subject for school examina- 
tions | hope you got top marks. 


Richard Allen, Devon 


CHAPTER ONE 


From the outside, Oswald Dean’s half-timbered Stock 
Stop had the appearance of a building Cromwell’s lads 
had knocked about quite a lot inside it looked even 
worse. Typical of garage owners, Oswald did not bother 
with the trivia of clean-up. Oil patches mingled freely 
with dropped cigarette packets and filthy rags. Dust and 
cobwebs coated the higher shelves. Spares hung from 
worm-eaten beams, tyres lay here and there like mantraps 
ready to snare the unwary visitor. 


Oswald himself wore the expression of one resigned to 
reside in a continuous state of never knowing just where 
anything was, or when he had last seen the garage clean. 
His clothes had long ago ceased to get a monthly change 
or be pressed. They, like his skin, had an ingrained oil 
coat. 


Those who came to the Stock Stop seldom noticed the 
mess. Allthey wanted was a spare, advice or credit. 
Surroundings counted for less than Oswald’s reputation - 
and that stank to high heaven! 


Legitimate stockcar enthusiasts frequented the Stock 
Stop but the bulk of Oswald’s trade came from his 
nefarious mates. 


For fifty years Dean had pitted his wits against society 
and those commissioned to uphold the laws. He had yet 
to see the inside of a prison. It was not for lack of trying 
that the police had failed to nab Oswald. But even they 
had to admit that the man covered himself in every pos- 


sible way. Right down the line to paying others to do the 
‘bird’ he should have served! 


Dean knew about cars. Knew where to buy ‘hot’ goods 
and how to mix them in with stock purchased from 
national distributors. His greatest asset, however, was 
an ability to befriend teenagers - male and female. More 
than one young girl had ‘joined the club’ thanks to 
Oswald’s lustful nature. 


It seemed peculiar that Dean should cultivate those 
teenagers whose entire make-up went against the sport 
he made his money from but no one could accuse Oswald 
of bad judgement In his apparent stupidity there was 
wisdom. One helluva lot of wisdom! 


Roy Baird had been born in England but his people 
shortly afterwards moved to North America. Educated in 
California, Roy had only returned to the land of his birth 
when he had reached his sixteenth birthday. 


A big lad, he topped five-eleven and weighed-in at 
twelve stone. Girls thought him attractive although men 
regarded him as a rugged, craggy individual packed with 
biceps and arrogance. 


If some youths outgrew their strength as they stretched 
upwards, Roy got stronger and stronger. Perhaps it was 
because he ate like a horse, drank like a fish and made 
love like a rabbit. Or, maybe, it came as a result of an 
athletic bent He had played baseball, ice hockey, tennis, 
badminton, handball He had - in college - been an in- 
tegral part of the grid-iron squad, an acrobat of some 
distinction, a track-and-field hope. 


But, in Britain, his qualifications were less than an 
‘ohh’ on some knowing-bird’s lips. 


If only he had made the grade in soccer, cricket, swim- 
ming, any recognised British sport! 


More than once Roy had expressed an opinion of his 
native land’s attitude towards sport. A Victorian concept, 
was his best phrased comment A gentleman’s agreement 
that nobody upset the status quo by asking for, or receiv- 
ing, sponsored support to gain a national end. Oh, no - 
British sportsmen had to suffer the indignities of inter- 
national failure to back up octogenarian claims that 
‘Englishmen competed on a sporting basis’, 

All he could say to that was ‘crap’. 


Nobody, but nobody, paid the slightest attention to 
amateur ideals or Olympic loftiness. All wanted the 
golds, the wins. 


None wanted the loser’s sporting gesture. The athletes’ 
tongue-in-cheek interviewed remarks about ‘John has more 
talent and deserved his win’. 


What the British wanted was his frame of mind to a 
race, a contest They had to reach a stage of acceptance 
that only winning would satisfy. 


Like when he raced-Hank Swensson down on the Santa 
Barbara sands. Both their ‘rails’ had hit 265 m.p.h. Both 
had beaten the West Coast champion - Yogi Bear Cassals 
-in measured, Supervised drags. 


Only an idiot would have attempted what he had that 
day. But he had won - by inches. And the winning had 
pleased him a damned sight more than congratulations 
from a smiling second. 


When Oswald Dean and Roy Baird met it was a chemi- 
cal thing. They both realised they could use each other 
and friendship was born. Not at a stroke, though. It took 
time... 


For the Stock Stop owner Roy represented all that a 
teenager should be - greedy, grasping, selfish, ambitious 


to the extent that others fell by the wayside of his vicious- 
ness. 


For Roy, what Dean offered as his part of a silent bar- 
gain appealed. It Could mean loot cars, a place in the sun. 


It was the third day after they’d first met... 


Roy entered the Stock Stop wearing his leather jacket, 
head shaven in accordance with the style of his skinhead 
mates. His boots felt uncomfortable but not because he 
was unaccustomed to wearing heavy footwear. In dragster 
races he wore heavier boots than these. 


‘You've changed, kid,’ Oswald said, dropping cigarette 
ash down his oil-stained suit. 


‘Yeah, man...’ Roy paused by a souped-up Ford 
and examined the carburation system. ‘They use a lotta 
water in Indianapolis,’ he remarked. 


‘That’s old hat,’ Oswald said. 


Roy passed along to a study of spares on shelves. 
‘You've got some gear here.’ 


‘So?’ Oswald felt on edge. If he’d made a mistake he 
could be in trouble. The fuzz had been making it hot of 
late. They liked to use young rozzers fresh out of training 
school to trap old hands like himself. 


‘So nothing,’ Roy laughed. ‘Relax, fella - | ain’t the 
fuzz. l'm me - throwing curves for bread, man.’ 


Casting an eye to the skies, Oswald grunted. He’d 
heard the soft-soap tactics before. Too often to count 
Cops didn’t advertise their profession. Not the under- 
cover ones, anyway. 


‘Christ, check me out... 


Oswald nodded. He would. No doubts on that score. 
His determination not to do bird made that imperative. 


‘You're a cagey bastard,’ Roy grinned. 
‘It pays, kid.’ 


‘Okay... okay...” Roy booted an exhaust pipe across 
the oil-splattered floor. ‘I’ve got a proposition ... ’ 


‘Save it for after,’ Oswald mentioned and retrieved the 
dented exhaust. ‘I don’t like fresh kids, mate. | don’t 
only not like "em - | don’t bloody trust ’em!’ He glared 
as he placed the pipe on a packed shelf. 


‘Your choice,’ Roy replied. 
‘You isn’t British... ’ 
‘| was born here but... ’ 


Oswald chuckled and wiped his dirty hands down his 
trousers. ‘That’s wot they all tells me. You’re a dodger, 
eh?’ 


Roy Baird had given that subject a lot of thought. If 
called upon when a resident of the States he had always 
assumed he would have willingly gone to serve his ‘Uncle 
Sam’. In Vietnam, or wherever. But the situation had 
never arisen. His parents had seen fit to return home. 
Now he would be forever in doubt. 


‘You're not!’ Oswald declared after seeing Roy’s reac- 
tion. 

‘Naw!’ 

‘Okay, kid - whatcha want? I’m busy.’ 

‘Like | mentioned, an agreement between us.’ Roy 


drifted across the garage, paused next to a Chewy body 
awaiting a steel frame. 


Blowing his nose noisily on a soiled handkerchief 
Oswald pondered how to keep the lad encouraged whilst 
not yet committing himself. He dared not come into the 


open until one or two of his young mates had dug into 
this cocky bastard’s background. 


‘FIL drop in tomorrow, eh?’ 


Oswald nodded. ‘Do that, kid.’ He retreated into the 
darker regions of the shop. 


Grinning now, Roy wandered off. An idea burned like 
an all-illuminating light in his head. He’d heard rumours 
and the more he considered the notion the better it shaped 
up. If Oswald was going to play his cards tight to his vest 
then it was his responsibility to prove he could deliver 
the goods. And that’s what he intended doing .. 


From any angle, Sharon Gordon looked terrific. Her gear 
could not hide the fantastic curves of breasts and hips. 
Her buttocks packed a pair of Levis with all the excite- 
ment a bloke could imagine. 


Unknown to Roy Baird, Sharon had the power to make 
or break him. Her hold over Oswald Dean had lasted 
some four years. Since her thirteenth birthday, in fact. 
Even at that tender age she had been worldly wise, to the 
extent of doing what no other woman or girl had ever 
accomplished - making Dean commit himself on a photo- 
graph and in writing. 


As Roy wandered from the Stock Stop Sharon ap- 
peared from the small, dirty office and stood smiling. She 
had heard the entire conversation between the men. Now, 
She lit a cigarette and blew a thin taper of smoke from 
her nostrils. ‘He’s a husky bastard,’ she said aloud. 


Oswald glared at her. ‘You watch it,’ he warned. ‘He 
could be trouble!’ 


‘That kind of trouble | can handle,’ she replied. 
‘More likely he’d handle you,’ the man grunted. 


‘At least his hands would be cleaner than yours,’ she 
told him. 


‘Bitch!’ 
She laughed, moved easily across the oil-splattered 


garage. Every muscle rippled with sensuality. Deliber- 
ately. She enjoyed teasing Dean. 


‘Where you goin’?’ 
She shrugged. ‘To follow him.’ 
‘Be careful... ’ 


‘| always am.’ She tossed her half-finished cigarette 
near an oil can and flounced from the building. She could 
hear Dean’s hurried footsteps as he raced to extinguish 
the butt. No doubt he’d make her pay for antagonising 
him but that would please her. She liked a little of the 
rough stuff when it counted most - in bed. Or on Dean’s 
Sagging sofa upstairs... 


CHAPTER TWO 


Park Road lay smack in the centre of a middle-class 
estate. The pre-war homes had a dreary sameness even 
although they were supposedly built to make each dif- 
ferent from its neighbour. The inhabitants, too, wore 
similar expressions reflecting the humdrumness of life 
within the confined limits of the community. 


Occasionally, scandal rocked the smug, satisfied group 
of people. Like when Mrs Hawthorne was caught with 
her knickers down and the milkman’s float parked out-, 
side her door. Or when Wendy Colston got so drunk she 
tried to seduce old Mr Hunter in the local supermarket’s 
stockroom. That had caused quite a fuss. 


But, normally, nothing much happened in Park Road. 
Not until Roy Baird came along to study possibilities. 


It was getting dark and lights burned in every front- 
window. The blueness of television added its touch of 
unreality as heads bobbed back and forth across cur- 
tained retreats. Outside, like so many symbols of middle- 
class ownership, cars occupied individual spaces before 
each house. There were minis, saloons, executive models. 
Each polished, washed, gleaming. None more than three 
years old. All currently taxed, and with tyre treads meet- 
ing every requirement of the law. 


Never slacking his pace, Roy walked the length of 
Park Road. Without once seeming to pay attention to any 
of the parked vehicles he scanned all, memorising makes 
and positions. He noted - especially - those whose doors 


were left unlocked. Those with quarter-lights open. Those 
containing parcels or briefcases or coats. 


Only when he turned a comer did he hesitate. And then 
only to look back and commit to mind the girl following 
him. He’d been aware of her for nearly an hour, 


‘Not bad,’ he thought. 


Almost as if his suspicions had to be proven wrong the 
girl entered a gate, walked straight up to a house. 


He continued on his journey, laughing at his mistake. 
He’d been so positive she was shadowing him! Not that 
he gave a damn. He fully expected Oswald Dean to have 
him tailed. After all, if their positions had been reversed 
he’d have acted to safeguard himself. With the fuzz play- 
ing all kinds of undercover games it paid to be aware of 
pitfalls. 


By now, darkness coated the estate fully. Going back 
on his tracks, Roy re-entered Park Road. He walked 
directly to a Vauxhall Viva, opened the door and slid 
behind the steering-wheel. In a flash he jumped the 
ignition, started the engine and eased the car from the 
kerb. Nobody challenged him. Not a street door burst 
open to send an irate owner in hot pursuit. 


Flicking on side-lights, Roy noted another car pulling 
out behind him. Some joker going to the pub, he mused. 
No need to excite him, though. He’d pulled off a smooth 
Snatch. By the time the fuzz got working on the missing 
Viva the car would look like a dozen or so battered stock 
racers..; 


Sharon Gordon kept the Viva in sight as it weaved 
through traffic. She didn’t make the mistake of hugging 
along on its tail. Even although the Mini she’d nicked 
looked like so many other cars on the road she had no 
intention of arousing Baird’s suspicions again. It had been 


a near call when he turned back and studied her. Only a 
cool mind had saved her. She wondered what those 
people thought about her sudden appearance on their 
doorstep. And that excuse of hers - wow! What a nerve! 


She lit a cigarette and smiled. Serves the bleeders right 
A shock would do them good. Asking if the father of her 
illegitimate child lived there! 


She knew now where Baird was heading. Right to 
Dean’s. She gunned the Mini, swerved past the Viva and 
tore along the street If she arrived first it would give her 
an advantage. And prepare Oswald for what was about 
to happen. 


The more she sorted out the day’s events the more 
she liked the bloke’s coolness in action. Not once had he 
betrayed his plan. Not until he came back and swiped the 
bloody Viva had she known for sure what was taking 
place. Luckily she had a built-in habit of casting an eye 
over cars, too. She’d spotted the Mini with keys in the 
ignition. Immediately he drove off she’d been inside the 
Mini and adding to the confusion that was bound to 
follow when the Park Road residents discovered their 
dual loss. She just hoped the old couple wouldn't re- 
member, her and give a description to the coppers. 


She entered the garage, carefully removed the keys and 
got out of the Mini Oswald stared, gesturing with those 
oily hands. 


‘| nicked it!’ 


‘Christ don’t you know there’s no bleedin’ market for 
that model?’ 


She lit another cigarette. ‘Baird got a Viva ’70! | had to 
follow him.’ 


Dean swore. ‘Is he comin’ here, too?’ 
‘Any second, mate.’ 


The Stock Stop's owner ran an experienced gaze over 
the Mini ‘I could use some of the parts,’ he generously 
allowed. ‘We'll strip her down and ditch the body.’ 

‘How much?’ Sharon was already calculating prices. 

‘Bout fifty.’ 

‘Hundred!’ 

‘Take it back, then.’ Oswald cocked his head, listened 
to the sound of an engine dying to a whisper. ‘That’s 
him!’ 

‘Are you gonna make a deal?’ Sharon asked 

‘Christ, how do | know?’ The man grunted. His face 
showed the anxiety that still plagued him, ‘Fuzz ain’t 
beyond nickin’ a car to get inside,’ he mentioned. 

‘| say he’s okay.’ 

‘You’re bleedin’ dropping knickers, that’s why,’ the 
lecherous man said pointedly. 


Sharon laughed, watched as Roy Baird came into the 
shop. She liked him. Loved the way he walked, held his 
shoulders high. He’d satisfy a woman and that was for 
sure. 

Ignoring the girl, Roy spoke to Dean. ‘I’ve got some- 
thing for you,’ 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘Don’t con me, buster,’ came the snarling retort ‘She’s 
told you all about it’ 


Sharon nodded. Her eyes shone, clashing with Roy’s 
direct stare now. 


‘You're crazy,’ Oswald said. 


‘Am I?’ Roy indicated the Mini. ‘Did you pinch it?’ he 
asked the girl. 


Sharon tilted her head. ‘You’ve gotta nerve.’ 


‘Don’t hand me the guff,’ Roy snapped. ‘He had you 
following me. You were in Park Road an’ so was the 
Mini.’ He slapped an open hand against his thigh making 
a loud noise. ‘Crissakes, let’s stop screwin’ me. You... ’ 
and he pointed at Dean, ‘buy hot cars. | want bread, man. 
I’m able to nick as many as you want... ’ 


‘Get the hell out of here,” Oswald shouted. 


‘Wait...’ Sharon went into the office, grabbed the 
grubby telephone. Speaking as she dialled she said: ‘I can 
settle this fast,’ 


Roy felt Oswald’s eyes boring into his spine as he 
waited. He knew the man wanted to do business with 
him and did not feel more than gnawing impatience with 
the delay. If Dean was this careful it augured well for 
their future relationship. Living Stateside had taught him 
one important lesson. The less the left hand knew about 
the right’s doings the harder it was for fuzz to latch on to 
illegal goings-on. 

Sharon’s voice broke the reverie. She spoke loud 
enough for them to hear every word although she did not 
give a hint to whom she was speaking. 

‘Sharon here .. . same to you! How many undercover 
men have the fuzz? ... You’re sure? ... Is there one who 
Speaks with an American twang? ... What’s he look like? 

.. . Any others? . . . Jeese, I’m askin’ you! No, I won't 
meet you tonight... Yeah, maybe tomorrow!.., Okay, 
forget it!’ 

She was laughing softly when she came from the office. 
Her gaze touched briefly on Roy, hurried along to Dean.; 
‘He’s not fuzz!’ she said with finality, 


‘Was that... ?’ 


‘Yes!’ She cut Oswald off abruptly. 
‘How about this Viva? ’ Roy asked 


‘Bring it inside,’ Dean snarled, still not one hundred 
per cent convinced. What was getting at his mind was the 
way Sharon had deliberately stolen his personal thunder. 
He liked being boss. Not ia plaything under a girl’s cosh. 
And it rubbed him wrong knowing she offered it to 
others. One day he’d get back the pics and his note. When 
he did he’d boot her pretty arse and make damned sure 
no other bird got her hooks into his flesh. 


‘He’ll drive a hard bargain, Oswald,’ Sharon remarked. 
‘He’ll Weedin’ get what I’m prepared to offer... ’ 
‘We'll see,’ she smiled and lit yet another smoke. 


That night, as the pubs closed, Roy Baird walked along 
Victoria Street whistling. The world had owed him a 
favour. Now, they were quits. The cash in his hip-pocket 
made it appear as if he had a gigantic pimple on one 
cheek. He didn’t give a damn. He enjoyed squeezing 
pimples with the Queen’s head on them. Money pimples! 


A mental picture invaded his whistling. Sharon winking 
at him as Dean handed over the bread. If he’d wanted to 
have her the invitation had existed. But he didn’t Not 
tonight. She would keep. Uppermost in his mind at 
the moment of her proposition had been Oswald Dean. 
The man had to be humoured and it had been very evi- 
dent he wanted Sharon for himself. 


‘So, Okay,’ Roy thought. ‘He makes it. | make it. Any 
guy makes it Who cares? | won’t wear out - they never 
do...’ 


A man stepped from the shadows, closed a door behind 
him. He was tall, heavy and wore a smallish hat with a 
bright feather sticking up from the brim. A faint light 


shone on his coal-black skin, on large white teeth. He 
almost blocked Roy’s progress along the pavement. 


Rage exploded in Roy’s brain with the hate of blacks 
his mob had shared back in California. Like an angry 
bull he charged, hitting the coloured guy in the back with 
his shoulder. Then, as the man swung, fists forming to 
defend himself, Roy’s knuckles burst skin as he found 
the target. Eyes glazing, the man slumped against the 
wall. Breathing hard, Roy smiled evilly and his foot 
lashed out. 


The outburst brought back memories of other fights. 
Since becoming a skinhead he had grown to value those 
weekly aggros, the kick of being apart from society. 


Taken as a whole, the day had been one of accomplish- 
ment. He’d solidified his association with Dean. He’d 
successfully nicked a car and been paid handsomely for 
it. He walked ten foot tall. Not even the sound of drunks 
singing made him feel bad at missing a session with the 
lads. Tomorrow was another day and he’d knock back a 
few... 


CHAPTER THREE 


Sharon Gordon stepped into her tiny briefs and 
covered her nudity. Next, she adjusted her bra until her 
breasts partly vanished within the cups. She felt dirty. 
Not from doing what Oswald Dean called ‘changing her 
oil’ but from the real oil that smeared over her flesh. It 
didn’t matter how hard Oswald tried to wash his hands’ 
or have a weekly clean up in his seduction room there 
was always grease around. Always hand-marks over her 
pleasure spots - ‘kick prints’ to her. 


l'Il bet that bloke couldn’t make you throb like me,’ 
Oswald said as he watched her dress. 


‘Nuts!’ she replied, slipping into her Levis, ‘I’m easy to 
please.’ 


Oswald grinned and ground his fag on the bare floor. 
For his age he had a muscular frame. Not fat. Just hard 
muscle. Doing the work he did helped. But he believed 
the main contributing factor was the young stuff he 
chased. And caught Unlike older women who wanted it 
slow and steady the youngsters went into a frenzy. De- 
manding acrobatics. Urging him to repeat experiences 
shared with teenage studs. 


‘Have you decided to take this guy into the business?’ 
Sharon asked. 
‘Maybe. Have you decided to give him the business?’ 


Struggling into a sweater she made a rude noise. ‘If he 
wants to relieve himself... yes!’ 


‘You won't catch him like you did me.’ 


She faced the older man, grim. ‘You rotten bastard! 
You deserved it. Christ, | can still remember how you 
hurt me!’ 


He got off the drop-end sofa. Any pretence of modesty 
had gone forty years back when he sampled his first girl. 
‘Blow, Sharon. I’m expectin’ a bloke soon.’ 


She thumbed her nose at him. ‘One of your contacts?’ 
‘No concern of yours, kid,’ he warned. 


‘That’s where you’re wrong, Oswald dear. Everything 
you do concerns me.’ 


He backhanded her and as she stumbled towards the 
stairs he grunted. ‘Take heed, ducks -1 can be pushed so 
far and no further. I’d rather do bird than have a bitch 
like you bleed me forever.’ 


For the first time, Sharon Gordon knew real fear. The 
look in his eyes scared her stiff. She’d pushed her luck 
that day, she knew. But this ... ‘| won’t forget, Oswald,’ 
she hissed and hurried down the stairs. 


Alone, Dean scratched his flanks lazily. Calling her out 
somehow gave him a sensation of excitement. Hitting her 
had only served to increase the emotion. 


‘Bloody women!’ he said to the bare walls. 


Another urge manifested itself. He went to the toilet 
Even that didn’t ease the urgency. 


‘Christ - which one?’ he asked a broken mirror. 
Names tumbled through his agile, criminal mind. Sarah, 
Flo, Betty, Joyce, Aileen... Once his appointment came 
to an end he would decide. It all depended on which one 
was available, he figured. At this time of night it wasn’t 
easy to find a thirteen-year-old out and about. But some 
did wander and stay out late. Joyce sure did. Her old 


man wouldn’t give a shit if she flogged it all night, every 
night. As long as his daughter didn’t beg for his booze 
money anything went. 


Mumbling, he dressed. This was his weakness, his 
chance-taking departure from a triple-check of everything 
likely to get him into trouble with the coppers. One day 
it would be his downfall! 


He paled, lit a smoke. All that bloody talk about bird. 
He didn’t think he could take prison. Being deprived of 
young stuff would drive him insane. 


The knocking downstairs brought him back to. the 
present. Suddenly, he could cope. Turning off the light he 
took his time going to the door. He never liked being 
too fast letting a buyer in. They had to get the impression 
he didn’t care about their dirty loot. That way he got his 
price and no arguments. 


Ten o’clock the morning following his deal with Dean, 
Roy Baird walked into his local branch of the Nat-West 
and made a healthy deposit His years in the States had 
brainwashed him into accepting a bank as the place for 
loose change. Compared to the other customers in the 
bank he looked decidedly suspicious. Like a tearaway 
about to commit a felony. More than one nervous 
businessman stared and shuffled feet sis the youth at- 
tended to the matter of a deposit slip, handing the cash 
across. 


The teller - a girl still in her teens - smiled. ‘Mornin’ 
Roy...’ 


‘Hi, Maureen.’ He glanced down the counter. The 
stem-faced accountant kept a beady watch on his activi- 
ties. ‘One of these days l'Il boot that bastard up the ass.’ 
The girl laughed softly, carefully keeping her head 


turned away from officialdom’s alertness. ‘He’s not bad 
when you get to know him.’ 


‘Better you’n me!’ 
‘Will you be in the Crooked Fox tonight?’ 


He nodded, accepted the stamped duplicate of his slip, 
‘Yeah. Will Ginger be there?’ 


She tried to make the conversation appear all in the 
line of duty. ‘Don’t you like him?’ 


‘Hell, | couldn’t care less.’ Roy hitched his trousers 
and glared at the accountant ‘If you were alone I'd... ’ 
he started to tell the girl. 


‘FII think about it, Roy. Now shoo off! | don’t want to 
lose my job!’ 


Turning away, Roy declined the pleasure of saying 
something nasty to the accountant He didn’t want 
Maureen to get into trouble. Not that he actually gave a 
shit if she did or not. It was just... 


Whistling, he pushed a bowler-hatted man aside and 
strolled down the street The way Maureen was stacked 
he wished he’d got her into a bed sooner. Anything for 
a hot piece - and to make Ginger furious. One day he’d 
have to sort the bastard out and all the better if it was 
because he’d laid the redhead’s bird. 


An American Pontiac slid round a comer with brake- 
lights gleaming like twin Christmas trees. God - how he 
missed those big heaps. Packed full of power and com- 
fort. 


‘What the hell,’ he said aloud. ‘British roads ain’t wide 
enough for ‘em!’ 


A woman glanced at him and hurried past. He grinned. 
The old biddy probably thought him crazy as a loon. He 


should care. The forty quid in his pocket gave him the 
edge on her. 


A trailer roared in the wake of a souped-up jalopy. On 
it was a battered stockcar with a blue roof. Christ, that’s 
what I’ve gotta get, he thought. A racer. Back into the 
harness. Formula Two stuff. Hell, no! Formula One! 
White roof to start and, eventually - maybe - the golden 
one when he became world champion. Dean’s Stock Stop 
could supply all the equipment. If only he could nick a 
few more cars. 


Oswald glared and wiped his hands on his coveralls. ‘Get 
out,’ he growled. ‘I don’t want you makin’ this place your 
second home. 


Roy shrugged. ‘I won't stay long. | want to make a 
workable deal with you.’ 


‘| don’t need another car today.’ Dean jabbed a finger 
at the dismembered Viva at the rear of his shop. The 
engine hung poised like a heavy sword above the bonnet 
on a pulley. The licence plates had already been removed. 
The doors taken off. The windows masked ready for a 
respray job on the bodywork. 


‘When?’ 

The Stock Stop's owner frowned. The talk he’d had 
with his contact had been geared to make allowance for 
Roy’s arrival on the scene. But until word came down 
from ‘up above’ he had to limit his intake to the weekly 
norm. ‘Soon,’ was all he could say. 


‘Man, get the lead out!’ Roy snapped. ‘A guy doesn’t 
make a million bucks sittin’ on his backside . ..’ 

‘You come see me next Tuesday,’ Oswald grinned, 
lighting a cigarette and blowing out the match cautiously. 
‘I’m beginning to like you more, Baird.’ 


‘Make that Roy... ’ 


‘Okay, Roy!’ Dean’s hand smeared down his front, 
stuck out. ‘Shake?’ 


Roy shook. ‘I’m after loot, Ozzie... ’ 


Dean dropped his head, face flushing fast. ‘The name’s 
Oswald. Don't ever call me Ozzie!’ 


Letting his chastisement show, Roy nodded. ‘Oswald! 
| won't forget.’ 


‘And forget Sharon, too! She’s... well, mine!’ 


That’s out, Roy thought. He can’t claim her for him- 
self. Aloud he said: ‘You tell her, eh?’ 


‘I’m ignoring that,’ Oswald growled ‘Now - buzz off. 
I’m busy.’ He swung a wrench from one of his coverall’s 
many long pockets and brandished it menacingly. A 
Slow little touch of humour quirked his mouth when Roy 
retreated. Much as he believed in violence as a means to 
an end he didn’t get rough himself. He paid others to 
dish out the knocks. No bloody copper would have the 
satisfaction of nicking him for GBH. That’s where so 
many others fell by the wayside. But, as long as a gesture 
got results who was he to argue. They couldn’t give a 
bloke life for threats. 


As Roy left he kept thinking - A week’s delay! A 
goddamned week! The schemes rolling through his brain 
had been concocted upon calculations geared to im- 
mediacy. Not this infuriating lapse of valuable time. 


It was almost noon. Housewives trundled carriers or 
humped shopping bags as they rushed to get back in time 
for the kids’ lunch. Already, labourers were heading for 
the pubs. Thick Irish voices spoke of pints to be con- 
sumed and wages paid for goofing-off. Some even wore 
union buttons proudly in their caps. 


What a laugh, Roy mused. Always shouting that the 
English are a nation of lazy bastards. Crying for their 


rights as trade unionists and striking for higher pay. And 
what do they offer in return? Contributions to the IRA so 
that British soldiers could get shot in the back. 


He crossed the road. Time to meet the lads... 


The Crooked Fox had a reputation - don’t drink in it 
if you can’t hold your own in a fight Roy had discovered 
this truth shortly after joining the skinheads. His 
American accent wasn’t exactly what the locals expected 
and his first visit had been one glorious punch-up. After 
it however, he had been accepted. Any bloke, the guv 
had said, who can whup Pete Brown is welcome. 


Entering the Crooked Fox, Roy waved to big Pete, 
nodded at the guv and walked directly to Adam Hutton’s 
table. A few regulars watched him, not yet fully prepared 
to make the first sign of greeting. He didn’t care. When 
he got ‘established’ he’d show ’em. 


That brought a smile to his lips. Established meant 
when Dean decided to let him nick a car a day .... 


‘You're bleedin’ happy,’ Adam growled. 


‘We'll all be happy soon,’ Roy replied mysteriously. 
‘Whatcha havin’?’ 


‘The usual...’ Adam suddenly caught sight of a fiver 
in Roy’s hand. ‘Er, make it Scotch, mate,’ he grinned. 
‘You scored somewhere’s eh?’ 


‘Yeah, man!’ Roy went to the bar, wondering how 
much he should tell Hutton. Currently, they were joint- 
leaders of their mob with Adam having seniority on ac- 
count of his long-standing association with the local skins. 
For the most part, the pair got along well. Their squabbles 
never amounted to more than an argument or, at worst, 
a tongue-wagging session on the Q.T. 


Slightly turning his head, Roy studied Adam as he 
waited for their drinks. In a real knock-down-drag-out 
battle it would be difficult to lay odds on which would 
survive long enough to win. Whereas he - Roy - was 
almost six foot tall. Adam barely topped five-eight. Pound 
for pound, though, they were about the same. What could 
make the tilling difference was Adam’s muscle-power. 
Built like the side of a house with enormous shoulders 
and a barrel chest, the dark haired skin could absorb 
punishment and a single blow from those hamhock fists 
would just about knock a guy’s head off. 

Shrugging, Roy paid for the two large Scotches and 
returned to the table. As he sat he asked, ‘Are the gang 
cornin’ in tonight?’ 

Adam nodded, gratefully accepting his glass and taking 


a quick sip. His face broke into a wry expression of 
hurt ‘You didn’t water it,’ he mentioned. 


Ignoring this, Roy nursed his drink. ‘I wanna talk 
with "em... ’ 


‘They’ve moved a bunch of Asians into the camp,’ , 
Adam said, hoping this would make Baird tell him 
first what was happening. 


‘We'll take care of ’em later.’ 


‘Sam said we should bum ’em out tonight before they 
got organized!’ 


Roy raised an eyebrow. ‘Since when does Sam give 
orders?’ 


‘It isn’t an order, Roy. We’re all feelin’ like takin’ a 
poke at them.’ 


Roy finished his drink in one final toss of the head and 
smacked his lips. ‘They’re mostly Indians. Tea-merchants 
and storekeepers.’ 


‘So what if they're Arabs? We don’t like them do we?’ 
‘Nope!’ 


‘Then for Christ’s sake let’s do ’em!’ 


‘We will, soon!’ Roy placed a quid on the table. ‘Get 
us two more. l'Il fill you in when you get back.’ His 
gaze bored through Adam. 


Filled with mounting curiosity the skin went to the bar 
and contented himself staring down the hanging blouse 
worn by Lil the barmaid. She was a scrubber but when a 
bloke was drunk and was desperate for a knee-trembler 
she could be counted on to oblige. He’d banged her more 
than once - but only when he was either too drunk to care 
or when his particular bird felt ‘indisposed’. For the price 
of four gins she passed - in the dark. 


Seated across from Roy again, Adam took the advan- 
tage of momentary silence to assess his mate. They’d hit it 
off from the beginning. Not that they agreed on every- 
thing. That was too much to ask. But, on the whole, they 
worked out their leadership duties with an amiability he 
found satisfying. What he liked most about the American- 
educated youth was the new, fresh thinking he’d brought 
to their lot. Some of those Yankee ‘rumbles’ he told 
them about had given them all food for thought and 
better aggros. Not to mention the yarns about car-racing 
exploits. 


‘I’ve been talkin’ to Oswald Dean,’ Roy said. 
‘That bastard!’ Adam grunted. 


‘Who isn’t a bastard these days,’ Roy countered with 
a grin. ‘He’s no worse’n others and he can make us a 
lotta loot, man!’ 


Adam carefully swallowed half his Scotch. It tasted 
better now he had his brand. Like the ad said - you could 
take a White Horse anywhere. Or have it anywhere. 


‘Dean wouldn’t give you a drip of his nose unless you’d 
got something worth a bomb goin’ for ten pence.’ 


. ‘That’s where you’re wrong,’ Roy cautioned. He placed 
both hands flat on their table. Bent forward. ‘Don’t you 
ever get sick an’ tired of knocking the living daylights 
out of away fans at a football match?’ 


Adam stared at him. This was beyond his comprehen- 
sion. The swift switch of subject matter had him confused. 
‘What the blazes has that to do with Dean?’ 


‘A lot, buddy-boy! Dean runs the Stock Stop, don’t 
he?’ 

‘Right - so?’ 

‘And stockcar racing is getting to be a big thing, ain’t 
it?’ 

Adam Hutton furrowed his brow. ‘Christ, tell me. 
Don’t make me think so hard this early in the day.’ 
‘Listen then!’ Roy finished his second drink. He wished 
that a British pub gave waiter service like they did in 
California. Having to interrupt pertinent discussions for 
frequent trips- to the bar left him cold. ‘Can’t that bitch 
Lil bring our booze?’ he asked angrily. 


‘Sure.’ Adam raised a hand, gestured for refills as Lil 
rested folded arms on the bartop and gave the entire 
local an uplifted treat. ‘Same again, doll,’ he called. 
Smiled when she shrugged, jiggled her breasts and started 
filling glasses. ‘There,’ he told Roy with smug satisfaction. 


‘Jeeze, she must like your weapon,’ was the fast com- 
ment Then, pushing Lil and booze from his mind, the 
ex-dragster said, ‘All this puttin’ the boot in at football 
is getting old hat. Half the aggro on the terraces comes 
from yobbos who never belonged to the skinhead move- 
ment. I’m fed up punchin’ queers and old men. | want 


action. Hot action. Real action. Like they have on the 
tracks.’ 


Lil arrived with their drinks and bent to let Roy get a 
view. When he pushed a quid at her she grunted, told 
him: ‘TIl have a gin, mate.’ 


‘Have a kid if you want. Keep 'em coming.’ 


Adam laughed. Even Lil - taken aback at the quip - 
retreated lamb-like. 


‘Bitch!’ 


‘She’s okay,’ Adam warned. ‘She can’t help it if she’s 
a COW.’ 


‘Fling it, over your shoulder for a milkshake,’ Roy 
said automatically. 


‘One or the udder,’ Adam added. ‘Back to stock- 
Cars...’ 


‘Yeah, forget the old bag! Cheers!’ 


‘Roy, don’t mind me if I’m stupid but the blokes 
aren’t goin’ to drop their Saturday sport... ’ 


‘They will if | offer something more exciting and with 
real bread to boot’ 


‘Crap!’ Adam exploded. ‘We all make out all right. | 
draw from Social Security all | need. Sam’s a bricklayer. 
Ned helps his old man down at the bookies. Bob’s got 
regular overtime repairing tellys.’ 


‘Big deal,’ Roy snorted in disgust ‘Working slobs. 
After fifty years you get a lousy pension. Or the chop if 
the boss don’t like your haircut. Christ that isn’t for me.’ 
‘What is then?’ 


A pair of Irish labourers came in and started talking 
in loud thick voices. Roy shifted in his chair to glare. 
‘Bloody Irish,’ he said without trying to lower his voice. 


One man hesitated, spotted Pete half-rising from his 
stool and thought better of making an issue. His mate 
spat on meaty hands, ready to tackle the whole pub. 


‘Not in here,’ the guv shouted. “Try the Hound if you 
want a fight! ’ 


The first Irishman glared, hitched up his trousers. The 
belligerence oozed from his florid face, from his dark eyes. 
‘Nobody calls me “bloody Irish”,’ he barked. 


‘| did,’ Roy said calmly. 
Both men squared off to face him. 
‘Cool it, Roy,’ Adam pleaded. 


Brushing Hutton’s hand from his arm, Roy got to his 
feet. His features set hard, fists formed, he advanced a 
few steps. ‘Wanna argue?’ he asked the Irishmen. 


‘Bloody Yank!’ the first Pat said. 
‘I'll tear your balls off,’ the second yelped. 


Big Pete grabbed his empty bottle of light ale and 
drew his arm back ready to crack a skull. It wasn’t his 
affair but he had an inborn feeling that any man who had 
taken him in a fair scrap deserved backing up against 
outsiders. 


By now, Adam had reached the conclusion there was 
no avoiding a free-for-all. On his feet, moving to one side 
where he could get in a telling kick to the groin, he 
Showed which side he was on. 


The Irishmen hesitated. And that was their undoing. 
Roy wasn’t prepared to let the opportunity get lost in 
any withdrawal. He leapt forward, foot finding its target 
as his fist split the man’s nose with a vicious hook. Before 
the second one could go into action, Adam caught him 
low in the belly as Big Pete smashed his bottle on the 
greasy Cap. 


‘Call the rozzers,’ the guv shouted to Lil. 


Too late. Roy had his man on the floor, stomping’ 
viciously. The second labourer swayed, eyes half-closed, 
then fell. 


‘Don’t make that call,’ the guv yelled. 


Lil scratched her thigh and felt all sympathetic towards 
Roy. The type of sympathy a man enjoyed at the height 
of lust’s agonising call. She didn’t give a hoot about the 
blood spilling on their floor. Nor the beating dished out 
to semi-conscious human beings. She loved the animal 
brutality of men engaged in combat. So much akin to the 
struggle for supremacy between lovers! 


Roy’s knuckles hurt. There’d be a bruise tomorrow. 
He kicked the Irishman in the gut as an extra sop to his 
personal dignity. He didn’t enjoy having his hands dam- 
aged. More than one race had been lost by a driver unable 
to use both hands to their best 
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‘That was an unexpected aggro,’ Adam Hutton 
breathed. His eyes brightly surveyed their floored op- 
ponents. 


‘Thanks, mate. Thanks, Pete,’ Roy muttered. 
‘Evens, son,’ big Pete husked. 
‘Get ’em out the back door,’ the guv instructed. 


About to tell the landlord where to go, Roy saw the 
others starting to haul the unconscious labourers across 


the pub and gave a helping hand. It wouldn’t do him any 
good here refusing to obey the guv’s order. And he wasn’t 
one to throw away an advantage. The mob insisted on 
using the Crooked Fox. Without them his plans would go 
for a burton. That couldn’t be! 


Leaving the groaning Irishmen in the side street, Adam 
asked, ‘What the hell were you tellin’ me?’ 


Roy dusted his hands along his Levi's. l'Il elaborate 
tonight when we’re all together. Get everybody here.’ 


Adam pulled a face. ‘An’ you was tellin’ me you didn’t 
go for football aggro... ’ 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Nobody could accuse the Crooked Fox’s management 
of missing a single trick to attract drinkers on even the 
worst wintery night. One of the first to hire drag acts, the 
guv now concentrated on small groups without the blar- 
ing-racket of hi-fi sound reproduction. But what made 
the groups take was presentation. Always - always - he 
had the act dressed by the addition of two sexy birds 
gyrating their bodies to the music. 


Sam Boyle rubbed his hands gleefully and gasped, 
‘Christ, wouldn’t | love to lay her! ’ 


Roy had to agree. The girl was about eighteen, tall 
with flowing raven hair, busty and able to show brief 
flashes of what got all men sweating without being crude. 
She could sing, dance and just look good standing near 
the drummer. But it was the gyrations that grabbed the 
audience. 


‘She doesn’t give a sniff of it for less’n ten quid,’ Adam 
remarked sadly. 

Roy grinned. Here was the perfect opening. Timing 
his reply to the moment of hip-shaking, ass-weaving im- 
mobility he told Sam, ‘You could afford to buy a dozen 
like her if we work with Oswald Dean! ’ 

‘Yeah?’ Sam appeared more than interested now. 

‘To hell with Dean... ’ 


Roy glared at Ned Murray. The long, lean, hungry 
youth had one of those permanently resentful faces and 


unfathomable eyes. ‘You don’t go along?’ 
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Ned shrugged his thin shoulders. ‘No -1 bloody don’t 
‘Reasons?’ 


‘He’s a creep. A Weedin’ cradle-robber. A villain.’ 
Having said his bit, Ned swallowed his beer, thrust the 
empty glass at Roy. i’I| have another, mate.’ 


Adam Hutton laughed. ‘Looks-like you’re bein’ stung 
tonight, Roy.’ 


Figuring the cost against what it could mean in hard 
cash if he swung the others to accept Dean’s Stock Stop 
as a sort of new-style banking institution, Roy reckoned 
the money well spent. He gestured for Lil to make an- 
other round, catching her intent eyes and the obvious 
question in them. Careful not to antagonise the barmaid 
he left the invite open. 


Taking Hilda Sharp’s hand from his groin, Bob Hayes 
nudged her. ‘Later! Crissakes, can’t you think of nuthin’ 
else?’ 


The girl scowled. She had a prettiness that, combined 
with a maturity far beyond her sixteen years, somehow 
made her seem virginal fresh whilst still assuming the role 
of temptress. 


Roy barked: ‘Cut it out you two.’ 


Hilda glared across the table, spoke with a drink- 
laden voice, i'm bored. Why don’t you go back to 
America, Roy? We don’t need Weedin’ changes.’ 


Bob shook his head in disgust. ‘Drunken cow,’ he 
muttered. 


‘| heard that’ Hilda screamed, rising to her feet as 
Lil approached. ‘Cow, am I? Then wot are you - a 
bull... that’s wot! Always after me, you are!’ 


Placing a tray with the drinks amid their empties, Lil 
planted a hand in the middle of Hilda’s breasts and 
pushed her down into her chair. ‘Dearie, shut-up!’ she 
said quietly. ‘If you don’t l'Il belt you! ’ 


Hilda gazed up into the barmaid’s stem face. ‘Sorry, 
Lil. | didn’t...’ 


‘’course you didn’t, luv,’ Lil said and replaced the 
empty glasses with refills. To Roy she simpered. ‘I’d stop, 
buying her-drinks, mate. She hasn’t my capacity...’ 
Roy paid, added an extra fifty pence with the remark, 
‘That’s for yours, Lil. ’ 


As the barmaid walked away with hips swaying pro- 
vocatively, Adam laughed. ‘She’s got it hot for you.’ 


‘The hell with her!’ Roy sorted out their drinks. ‘Listen, 


I’m not Santa Claus. This is the last round until we 
discuss Dean.’ 


Ned grabbed his pint. ‘I’m against.’ 


Bob poised a hand over his glass. ‘What about the 
Asians?’ 


Sam Boyle grunted. ‘Do ’em! Christ, | hate the 
squealers.’ He took a gulp of his Scotch. Like a few of 
them he’d switched products once he saw how much Roy 
Baird was determined to lash- out just to get his way. "You 
know what they’ve demanded next?’ He didn’t wait for 
the others to offer an answer. ‘Bleedin’ new cooks, is wot! 
They don’t like our grub!’ 


‘| read that some are askin’ for money to start up shops 
‘ere,’ little Andy Young said. Although he was nearly 
eighteen he looked - and often acted like a fifteen-year- 
old schoolboy. He got away with murder on account of 
his innocent face and small stature. 


‘Goddammittohell,’ Roy swore. ‘Are we gonna talk 
about Asians or are we gonna discuss Oswald’s deal?’ 
Adam signalled Lil for new drinks. He was in a mood 
for getting drunk and it didn’t matter how much he spent 
Tomorrow was Social Security pay-out day. ‘Let’s hear 
about dear old Oswald, ’ he said. 


‘Yeah,’ Ned agreed. ‘Eh?’ 


Roy felt lonely. His mates didn’t understand, that was 
the problem. They couldn’t begin to catch his enthusiasm 
and for one very good reason. They didn’t share his 
love of cars. His ambitions to be a racing champ. Not 
one to give up easily he persevered. ‘We’re all in favour 
of aggro, ain’t we?’ 


The mob nodded immediately. 


‘Okay, here’s my suggestion. Oswald Dean is as 
crooked as the Mafia. He buys hot cars and strips ’em 
down for parts. | nicked a heap yesterday... ’ 


Adam whistled. ‘That’s where you got the loot!’ 
‘Goddam right,’ Roy replied. ‘One-seventy-five!’ 


Ned sighed. ‘I’d like to borrow a fiver till payday.’ 
Sam sat back, smiling. ‘He gipped you, Roy.’ 


‘| know - but I was just getting him interested.’ Baird 
knew now he had them on the hook. Their expressions 
showed that with some skilful reeling-in they were 
landed, and he acted accordingly. ‘I’ve proposed we steal 
a car a day - but | haven’t yet settled on a price. What 
we want is a scale. A set price for year and model. Extras 
like fog-lights, side-view mirrors and head-rests come 
more expensive.’ 


‘Me brother-in-law’s got a Zodiac. I'd like to see him 
when he finds out it’s been nicked,’ said Sam. 


‘You won't,’ Roy stated. ‘We steal cars belonging to 
people we don’t know! That way the fuzz can’t connect 
us unless they catch us in the act. ’ 


‘| don’t need extra loot, Roy,’ Ned remarked acidly. 
‘I’m not a thief.’ 


‘Am |?’ countered Roy. ‘| want a classy heap for 
stockcar racing. All my dough is gonna be spent in Dean’s 
Stock Stop building a car nobody ain’t gonna catch.’ 
‘That’s fine for you,’ Hilda said, coming from her 
stupor suddenly. ‘What do we get outta this?’ 


‘A new kick... ’ 
‘Watching you?’ the girl asked dubiously. 


Roy laughed. Lil had deposited Adam’s round and 
most of them had quaffed their brew. Tossing a tenner on 
the slop-wet table he said, ‘We'll blow that. More drinks 
all round.’ Then, as Adam hurriedly called Lil back, he 
added, ‘Nothing so tame, doll. Stockcar racing is due for 
some shocks. Think of it - all those duffle-coated idiots 
and their dolly-birds just waiting for us to knock a hole in 
their smugness!’ 


‘Hey,’ Sam said with new enthusiasm, ‘that’s an idea. 
Better than beatin’ up on old bastards at a football game. 


‘And if we hit the crews we can count on some real 
aggro,’ Roy finished. 


r 


‘I’m for it,’ Adam said. 

‘Me, too,’ joined in Ned. 

‘If it’s aggro - okay,’ Sam remarked. 

‘Can | tear the hair outta a dolly-bird?’ Hilda asked. 
‘You can take her knickers off,’ Roy replied. 


‘Not me,’ came the girl’s firm answer, i'm for drop- 
ping trousers. | like the Jolly Roger, | do!’ 


The camp had been established as a temporary overspill 
when others in the West Country and East Anglia had 
closed their doors once the mass influx of Ugandan refu- 
gees had found accommodation elsewhere. What had 
been heralded as a permanent problem no longer looked 
like an insoluble situation and although there were many 
Asians unable to find work, homes, and dependants able 
to support them the numbers continued to dwindle day by 
day. 


According to the government, these people had to be 
cared for, protected against public opinion. The Ugandan 
Asians felt that the British, as a whole, owed them some- 
thing. They were the ones who had chanted, ‘We are 
British - we want British citizenship!’ Now they wanted 
their loyalty to be repaid. The vast majority of the British 
people had been wary of accepting Amin’s refugees. They 
were afraid that the country’s resources wouldn’t be able 
to withstand the vast influx of strangers. They felt that 
the voter didn’t count any more - not until the General 
Election anyway! But now they had arrived, the Govern- 
ment seemed to be coping with the situation quite suc- 
cessfully. Not all the community thought that way. Some 
wanted to take matters into their own hands, Roy realised. 
He hadn’t been in favour of this attack. Not by a long 
shot, and yet he couldn’t find it in himself to question 
Sam’s right to insist on asserting a skinhead’s right to 
positive action. 


‘Some of ’em are young,’ Hilda said as they stood not 
far from the camp. ‘Dropouts an’ lazy bastards on the 
Social Security.’ 


Adam grinned, informed them: ‘My old man was done 
once for not paying stamps. He lost his pension because 
of that.’ 


‘They ain’t ever paid a stamp,’ Ned growled. 


‘Oi, watch it, mate,’ Sam said. ‘Toothy Ted’Il be after 
you. ’im an’ ’Arold got it all down pat. They’re both 
playin’ at bein’ God! ’ 


‘Up City,’Adam called. 
‘And down with Asians,’ Sam added. 
‘We can’t just bust in on ’em,’ Roy mentioned. 


‘Don’ haf to,’ Ned remarked. ‘They go to the boozer 
same as us. Give or take ten minutes an’ the bleedin’ 
road’ll be full of the bastards. ’ 


Hilda giggled and clung to Bob Hayes. Taking quick 
advantage of this, Bob’s hand shot under her clothes and 
squeezed a firm breast. As the nipple hardened the girl 
panted, pushed her pelvis against his. 


‘I’m too young to watch this,’ Andy laughed and made 
a rude gesture which Hilda saw. She bumped, ground 
against Bob in reply. 


‘Can’t you two wait?’ 
‘You do your thing, l'Il do mine,’ Bob said. 
‘Cut it out!’ 


Hilda and Bob separated fast. Roy’s voice had that 
leadership quality only a fool would disobey. 


‘This isn’t my scene, remember?’ 
Bob lopsidedly grinned. ‘Sorry, mate.’ 


Hilda adjusted her clothes, flounced her hair. ‘I’m 
drunk,’ she announced as if that gave her leeway. 


‘You'll -be knocked-up if you keep getting your 
knickers in a twist,’ Roy told her. 


‘Hey, look!’ Adam stood in the middle of the road, arm 
raised horizontal, finger pointing. 


Shadowy figures came from the space between lamp- 
standards. Most were young men in the early stages of 
intoxication although some were older and a little more 
able to hold their alcoholic stimulation. In all, fifteen 
figures formed recognisable outlines now. 


‘Man, I’m gonna enjoy this,’ Roy breathed. 
‘Lemme twist one,’ Hilda told Bob. 


‘Sadistic bitch,’ her lover said and inched forward to 
join his mates as they formed a solid line across the 
camp’s gates. He could taste the excitement in the air. 
The expectation as the Asians became aware of their 
presence. 


Andy and Roy exchanged knowing glances as the small 
youth slipped a heavy pair of knuckledusters on to his 
tiny hand. At that moment, Roy wished he had his zip- 
gun. Then, with a shrug, he knew he didn’t really want 
such a dangerous weapon. Oh, they were okay in the 
States where rumbles brought out all kinds of armaments. 
But not here. The boot, the knuckleduster, an iron bar or 
a cycle-chain were adequate. 


Bob bent and picked up a stout wooden club about 
three foot long. He whistled it through the air, smiled in 
Satisfaction. 


‘Bleedin’ no-good grabbers,’ Hilda shouted and 
charged. In seconds she was among the Asians, fingernails 
ripping at their skin, foot lashing out at unprotected 
groins. 


‘Let’s go! ’ Roy roared. 


Bob’s club caught a thin, tall Asian across the face 
sending him reeling as blood flowed copiously. Adam’s 
boot smashed up, doubling another. Andy, darting like a 
Sparrow, cracked a jaw with a driving uppercut. Roy, 
sure that his force were holding their own, took two of 


the older refugees. His chop drove the breath from one as 
his boot found the soft belly of the other. 


Hilda screamed, sat on her delicious bottom, moved to 
one side when the Asian she had clawed kicked her in 
the chest. 


As if that was the signal for the furies to go free, the 
skinheads attacked with greater determination. Ned in 
particular. Swearing wildly, his fists and boots worked 
overtime. Blood spilled, coating the road with a smear of 
crimson. 


Fallen Asians littered the battlefield. Those still stand- 
ing showed the full extent of the attack. Not one had 
escaped injury. 

Roy belted a young Asian, waited for him to drop. 
When the other didn’t, Roy kicked at his kneecap. The 
agonised yell brought a grin to Roy’s features. 


‘Somebody coming,’ Adam hollered. 


Lights sprang into brilliance inside the camp. People 
spilled from the huts running towards the gate. 


‘Get Hilda - let’s bugger off!’ 


Carrying the girl between them, Bob and Andy hurried 
down the road. Taking up rearguard positions, Roy and 
Adam furtively winked. It had been a good aggro. A 
satisfying punch-up. Except for Hilda they had come out 
of the fight unharmed. 


‘Christ, if only the terrace terrors were as easy,’ Adam 
voiced. 


‘You wouldn’t like it this soft every time,’ Roy said. 
‘Nor would I, come to that!’ 


‘You still think we’ll get as many kicks in at stockcar 
tracks?’ Adam asked. 


‘Damn right!’ came the immediate reply. ‘Those boys 
are tough. We’ll have to go prepared for real battles... ’ 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Inspector Dunn had a headache, a cut thumb and a 
daughter who insisted on going her own way regardless of 
his, or the wife’s, advice. For the men under his command 
the three combined added up to a day watching P’s and 
Q’s. Normally an easy-going person, Alfred Dunn could, 
when riled, be a bastard. Like when Sergeant Stewart 
Bell entered his cubby-hole office. 


‘Another stolen car report, Inspector,’ Bell said. 


Dunn sat back nursing his swollen thumb, examining 
the bloodstained bandage round it. Stupid thing to slice 
it instead of the bread, he thought. Bloody hurts, too. 


‘I’ve assigned Johnson and Allison to visit all 
garages...’ 


‘Sergeant,’ Dunn growled, deliberately fixing his in- 
ferior with a red-rimmed, angry eye, ‘when are you going 
to learn? We don’t need two men spending the day talk- 
ing to innocent garage proprietors. We want one man 
stationed outside Oswald Dean’s Stock Stop. A twenty- 
four hour watch. That'll get us our car thieves.’ 


‘If you say so, sir,’ Bell replied. 
‘| do, Sergeant. | do. In fact, | insist!’ 
Bell sighed softly. One of those days, he reckoned. 


‘Tell you what, Sergeant,’ Dunn added sarcastically. 
‘I'll sit in a warm, comfortable car and do the job for you. 
How’s that?’ 


Taking the bloody mickey out of me, now! Not show- 
ing how he honestly felt, Bell forced a small smile, said: 
‘Not necessary, sir. l'Il have Johnstone take the first 
watch...’ 


‘No!’ Dunn got to his feet. ‘Il believe Mr Dean pulls the 
wool over the eyes of your lads too easily. l'II have a chat 
with him personally.’ 


The sergeant nodded. He wanted to request leave of 
absence from the station to accompany the inspector. He 
just ached to see how Dean handled the other. Yet, he 
dared not ask aloud. Not today, certainly. Not when the 
inspector had a mood going for him! 


‘Do you want us to bring him here, sir?’ 


Dunn scowled, glared at his throbbing thumb as if 
it could make the decisions. When nothing came he 
played it by headache and ear. ‘lIl tackle the thief in his 
den, Sergeant Arrange for my car... ’ 


Hurrying from the office, Bell let out a loud, explosive 
burst of air to cleanse his strained lungs. Trust Inspector 
Dunn to muck things up. Once Dean got the notion the 
top-brass were after him he’d soft-pedal and retreat into 
a shell. 


‘Hell, ain’t my business!’ Bell muttered as he, entered 
the squad-room. 


‘What’s that sarge?’ Johnstone asked. 


For a second the sergeant frowned in puzzlement. Then, 
he roared: ‘Quit lazing around, Johnstone. | thought | 
gave orders for you and Allison to make enquiries?’ 
‘Right away, sarge...’ Johnstone thrust his tea cup 
aside, frantically searched for his partner and took off. 

It always happened like this. Once the inspector got the 
bloody hump it went all the way down the line until it 
reached rock-bottom - the ordinary constable .. . 


Oswald Dean climbed from the grease-pit and lit a 
cigarette. Business was excellent. His turn-over had 
reached retirement proportions of late. Thanks to Roy 
Baird and his skinhead thieves. In fact, he had more work 
than he could handle alone. Getting the ‘hot’ cars stripped 
and processed and sent on their way to his contacts had 
strained his abilities to their limit 


More, it was threatening to cause a row with the other 
outlets in the chain. A few Essex dealers were already 
complaining they couldn’t take another ‘marriage’. 


To hell with them, he thought. They always had a 
beef. If they didn’t get enough cars they bitched. If they 
got too many they bitched. Nobody could hope to satisfy 
those dealer-bastards. Not Oswald Dean. Not the ‘big 
boy’. Not God. 


A kid searching for a specific wing clattered parts on 
to the greasy floor. Oswald yelled, ‘Crissakes, don’t pull 
down the bloody place,’ and stalked to his office. He 
wanted to telephone Kozy Kars and have them pick up 
this latest conglomeration of three nicked cars. Nobody - 
but nobody - would even recognise their stolen car from 
the marriage of parts. Even the engine number had been 
altered. Not to mention the plate designating model, 
colour and year. 


Sharon Gordon sat on his desk swinging a shapely 
leg. She looked bored. 


‘Get lost’ Oswald said. 
‘Don’t you dare... ’ 


Dean swiped her with a backhander, knocking her off 
his desk. ‘You bitch,’ he snarled. ‘I’m gettin’ sick and 
tired of havin’ you hangin’ round here.’ 


‘Roy said for me to...' 


‘Roy? Wot’s he - the big boss?’ Oswald swallowed 
hard. It was an effort not to bash the girl. 


Touching her cheek where the imprint of his blow 
showed with worsening redness, Sharon tried to control 
herself. Since Roy moved in and made her his bird, 
Oswald had been like a hungry tiger. Not that she en- 
-tirely blamed the garage owner. She understood his 
reasons for not having Roy taken care of by the heavy 
mob. Nobody - not even a bloke whose pet screw had 
been whipped out from under his nose - dared lose the 
increased profits his rival offered. 


‘Look, I’m sorry ‘bout that,’ Dean said, rubbing hands 
on coveralls. ‘Let’s go upstairs, eh?’ His eyes pleaded, 
pi use racing in anticipation. 


Sharon snorted. ‘Not bloody likely, mate. We’re 
finished!’ 

Blocking her exit the man glared. ‘You used to enjoy 
me. Supposin’ | took wot | wanted right now?’ 

‘You'd get done for sure,’ she said. 


‘Roy?’ He laughed. ‘He wouldn’t risk havin’ our 
relationship ruined ‘cause of a little tramp bitch.’ 


‘He'd do you for kicks,’ she intoned, getting worried. 


‘Roy Baird needs me,’ Oswald proclaimed. ‘Or hasn’t 
he told you the latest news?’ 


Something gnawed at Sharon’s guts like hot coals. 
‘What?’ 


‘I’m goin” to sponsor him in stockcar races!’ 


‘Christ!’ She felt her legs turn to jelly. She didn’t move 
when Oswald reached out for her, raised her jacket and 
handled her breasts. The smell of his tobacco-breath 
sickened her. The heat of his body getting closer and 
closer warned her of what else could happen. 


‘Oswald - don’t! Not at the moment! l'Il come back 
tonight. | swear...’ 


He studied her face, eyes. ‘If you cross me,’ he 
threatened. 


‘| won't!’ She backed away, taking his hands from 
under her clothing. Forcing a weak smile she pressed 
against him, easing to the office door, it'll be like old 
times, eh?’ She husked provocatively. 


‘What will, miss?’ a voice asked from the garage. 


Sharon gasped, swung with hand to mouth. Behind 
her, the sound of Oswald’s heavy breathing was a com- 
forting noise as she found herself being confronted by 
Inspector Dunn. 


‘What will be like old times, miss?’ the policeman 
asked again. 


‘You!’ Oswald spat over her shoulder. A hand grasped 
her shoulder, pushed her roughly aside as the Stock Stop’s 
owner stepped into the garage. 


‘Ah, Mr Dean in person,’ Dunn said with a sneer. 
‘Whatcha want, copper?’ 


Sharon took advantage of this development and fled. 
Straight through the shop. She didn’t stop running until 
she reached the nearest telephone kiosk. Then, making 
sure she hadn’t been followed, she closed the kiosk’s door 
on her rump and dialled frantically... 


Back at the Stock Stop, Inspector Dunn slowly and 
deliberately examined the car on the ramp. ‘A nice model 
this, Dean,’ he said. 


Oswald thought fast. ‘It belongs to a kid who’s goin’ 
in for racing,’ he lied. 


‘That explains why she’s stripped down so much, 
doesn’t it!’ Dunn spoke more to himself now. ‘Looks like 


a marriage.’ His pointing finger traced welding joints. 


‘The kid doesn’t have much loot, Inspector,’ Oswald 
smiled, striving for a chance to think where the hell he’d 
put the phoney log book. ‘He bought a coupla smashed 
write-offs an’ asked me to fix ’em for a pittance.’ 


Dunn chuckled. ‘And big-hearted Mr Dean said “yes” 
because we all know he’s so soft and generous! Like hell. 
Where did they come from?’ The tone altered drastically. 
The authority of an investigating officer backed his 
question. 


‘How should | know?’ 


r 


‘The law... 


‘To hell with that!’ Oswald bluffed hard. ‘I don’t have 
to trace every part or every car | see in here.’ 


‘When you marry one make to another you should,’ 
Dunn insisted. 


‘I'll ask next time he comes in. Does that suit you?’ 
‘For now!’ Dunn walked toward the office. ‘I'd like to 
examine your books, Dean. Maybe we could check a few 
Spares together.’ 


‘If you want...’ Oswald lit a cigarette and puffed 


contentedly. His books were in order, each item carefully 
listed and accompanied by invoices or exchange slips 
from other garages in the chain. 


Dunn smiled, turned and went directly to the back of 
the shop. He was satisfied there would be nothing worth 
seeing in the books. A man like Dean didn’t beam when 
he had something to hide. No, if he was going to get the 
goods on this one he would have to bluff. 


‘Changed your mind, Inspector?’ 


‘My prerogative.’ Switching tactics, Dunn presented a 
grim face, asked, ‘What happened to that car you had 


delivered last night? One of my men noticed it coming in 
around eleven o'clock.’ 


Oswald sweated until the time was mentioned. He 
breathed deeply. Roy hadn’t arrived until after midnight 
And the other skinheads all swore the district had been 
quiet empty, asleep. He trusted the kids. They worked a 
good nick. And gave him protection right down the line. 


The silence annoyed Dunn. He realised he’d somehow 
shown his cards. He would have to plan more carefully 
for his next surprise visit ‘Do you own a car. Inspector?’ 
Oswald asked. 


‘Why-yes!’ 
‘Got fog lights?’ 
Dunn boiled. The cheek of this fellow! He ground his 


heel into an oily rag, kicked it viciously into the grease- 
pit and marched to the front door. 


Holding his sides, Oswald hurt from laughing so much. 
If Dunn had been able to see his face in a mirror! What a 
scream! What a diabolical scream... 


Sharon Gordon left the telephone kiosk with her nerves 
Slightly steadier. She spotted Inspector Dunn hurrying to 
his police car, waited until he’d turned off their street 
before returning to the, Stock Stop. 


‘Erie says there’s an awful push on down at the station 
she informed the chuckling Dean. ‘Dunn’s convinced 
you’re to blame for all the cars reported nicked.’ 


‘Does he have proof?’ Oswald stopped laughing. 


‘Naw - but he’s hoppin’ mad!’ She looked about sus- 
piciously. ‘Did he find anything?’ 

‘Tell Roy not to bring me one tonight,’ he replied with- 
out bothering to answer her urgent query. ‘We'll take it 
quiet for the next coupla days.’ 


‘Eric said not to,’ Sharon told him. ‘H Dunn can con- 
nect his visit to a slackenin’ off he’ll know you’re respon- 
sible.’ 


Oswald scratched his head, thought about the problem. 
Dunn would have his place under surveillance now. Any 
copper worth his roast beef Sunday dinner would do that 
and Dunn was far from being an idiot Impulsive, per- 
haps. But not stupid. He couldn’t afford to take a risk 
bringing in hot cars but... He grinned. ‘Okay, let Roy 
pinch anything he can get tonight. Tell him to leave it in 
the police compound.’ 


Sharon blinked. ‘You’re crazy.’ 


‘The hell | am. Those bastards won’t look for a missing 
number amongst the impounded vehicles. It’ll stay there 
for days - all safe and snug.’ 


‘What if they catch Roy?’ she asked belligerently. 
‘Christ they won’t. He knows how to handle himself.’ 
He knows how to handle more than himself, Sharon 
thought God, what a man! She’d never enjoyed sex so 
bloody often or so tremendously as she had since getting 
under Roy Baird. 


‘You're cornin’ back, ain't you?’ Oswald asked next. 
‘| shouldn’t... ’ 
‘You promised!’ 


‘Won’t the fuzz be watching?’ She didn’t feel inclined 
to have her description circulated down at the station... 


Some of the beat-goons knew her by name. And once 
they got their hooks into a person... 


‘I'll pick you up at Martin’s comer about nine-thirty,’ 
Oswald said anxiously studying her reactions. ‘You can 
get down on the back seat and l'Il close the shop once 
we're inside.’ 


‘Bleedin’ randy you are!’ 
‘You're not so frigid yourself.’ 


‘All right - but don’t be late. I’m not hangin’ round 
street comers for any man.’ She sniffed, stalked from his 
side. Roy would have to know, of course. Not that he 
minded. Like he’d told her the first night they slept to- 
gether - ‘You’re an okay piece. Don’t reckon you’re my 
only bit, though. I’m allowed others an’ | won't say a 
word if you’ve got to keep Dean happy.’ 


As she reached the street, Oswald shouted, ‘Bring your 
camera, Sharon. | may want to snap you this time!’ 


She cursed, took off running. 


CHAPTER SIX 


All his life, Adam Hutton had wanted his father to pro- 
gress up the social ladder and find job security. Being 
the son of a working-class slob did not appeal to Adam. 
Knowing that his old man could never get a mortgage 
and move away from a council estate gave him the pip. 
How he’d love to sit opposite his parent and feel admira- 
tion. Instead, when his dad came home after a day spent 
emptying dustbins all he could do was wish to blazes they 
forced the sanitation department employees to take a 
shower before having a meal. 


Even this could have been overlooked if Hutton, Senior 
had been a steady council workman. But he wasn’t that, 
either. Just a temporary liable to be put on the dole ata 
moment’s notice. 


It hurt Adam that Roy’s father worked for an inter- 
national company, had complete security and one helluva 
pension due on retirement It hurt more when he saw the 
type of home Roy’s people were buying - one of those 
detached, garden front and back, two-bathroomed affairs 
far from the sickening throng. 


‘How come you nick cars and can’t afford to buy your 
own stock racer?’ he asked Roy one evening. ‘Your old 
man must be loaded.’ 


‘He’s got a few thousand in the bank,’ Roy admitted. 
‘We've also got commitments.’ He frowned, looking into 
the distance. 


‘Yeah? Like what?’ his mate asked interestedly. 


‘My sister’s in an institution. She had a nervous break- 
down!’ 


Adam hadn’t known Roy even had a sister. ‘Over here?’ 
‘In California... ’Roy showed his dislike of the sub- 
ject by quickly asking, ‘What have you been doing with 
your, share of the proceeds?’ 


Adam shrugged and stubbed his fag against his hard 
palm. He loved doing that It made the birds take a 
second look and aroused jealousy from the guys who 
couldn’t stand the brief pain. ‘Buyin’ gear, records, an’ 
giving the old lady a few fivers.’ 


‘Watch that,’ Roy advised, if the fuzz ever start asking 
questions we don’t want them gettin’ the dope on us from 
home.’ 


‘Hell,’ Adam laughed, ‘my old woman wouldn't tell a 
rozzer the right time. She remembers the General Strike 
and how a copper bust her pop’s head open.’ 

They’d been walking for an hour now and Roy felt the 
need of transportation. He had a list of models required 
by Oswald Dean’s contacts. He checked this, discovered 

a Humber Hawk, 1965, on the bottom of page one. Right 
ahead was a black Hawk squeezed between a Ford and an 
Avenger. 


‘Let’s see if that Humber can be nicked,’ he told Adam. 
Without a word they began horsing around. They’d 
used the dodge to advantage several times and it had paid 
off so far. When they drew level with the vehicle Adam 
playfully pushed Roy against the driver’s door. Turning 
one side to his mate, Roy studied the dash as Adam 
pretended to throw punches. 


‘Okay,’ Roy whispered. ‘No alarms, no steering lock. 
Door’s open, too.’ 


Adam wrestled with his companion, furtively getting 
an arm round Roy and grasping the door handle. One 
press and the door opened slightly. They drew away as 
the door swung wide open. 


‘Ready?’ Roy asked. 


‘Ready,’ Adam hissed, heart pounding. He couldn’t 
stop this. Every job found him nervously aware of the 
risk, prepared for a heavy hand to descend on his shoul- 
der. It didn’t happen during an aggro. Then, he was keyed 
up and rarin’ to do battle. 


Almost too casually Roy hopped behind the steering 
wheel, leant across and opened the offside door. In less 
than ten seconds he had jumped the ignition with a home 
made instrument and the engine purred sweetly. As 
Adam joined him inside the car Roy had manoeuvred it 
from the tight space and made the road’s freedom route., 
‘Not bad,’ Adam remarked as he relaxed. 


‘They’re good heaps,’ Roy answered. ‘Overdrive as 
well. See if there’s anything in the glove compartment’ 
Adam looked, whistled. ‘Christ, get a load of this!’ 

Taking his gaze from the traffic-filled street, Roy felt a 
tingle of excitement course through him. ‘Jumpin’ catfish! 
Are they real?’ 


A string of pearls swung gently in Adam’s hand. ‘If 
they aren’t they’re the best imitation made by man.’ 


A freezing finger crawled down Roy’s spine. ‘The guy 
who owns this car ain’t gonna take kindly to getting those 
knocked off!’ Another thought struck fast on the heels of 
his first ‘Dean won’t handle this merchandise.’ 


‘We can’t leave ’em, Roy.’ Adam examined the string. 
Each pearl matched perfectly and the clasp contained 
Small diamonds set in platinum. ‘There’s a fortune here.’ 


‘Yeah, man. Enough to buy me a real Formula One 
job and you a ritzy runaround!’ 


They were less than a mile from the Stock Stop now. 
Normally, Roy took stolen vehicles directly to the garage. 
Joy-riding, as such, didn’t interest him. Only mugs in his 
estimation drove round town in a hot car. But he couldn’t 
wouldn’t - land this one in Dean’s lap. Before he could 
safely make a deal he had to get rid of the pearls. ‘Do you 
know any fences?’ 


Adam frowned. ‘Naw!’ 


‘How about the mob?’ A traffic light turned red ahead 
and he eased the Humber into the kerb lane. Stopped. A 
fuzz walked past, merely glancing at the windscreen to 
make sure he had a current tax disc. 


‘Ned might but | don’t know where he’s at today.’ 


A bookie’s son would know, Roy thought ‘Let’s drop 
in on his old man, eh?’ 


The traffic light changed to green and Roy sent the 
Humber Hawk across the intersection, gearing up to 
second and cutting in on a little sports model as he came 
within an inch of slamming into a stationary van being 
unloaded. Adam took his foot off the imaginary brake 
he had been pressing and tried not to show his nervous- 
ness. Roy wasn’t worried. In fact, the close call only made 
him laugh and skip-hop from lane to lane. 


‘Don’t bloody get caught by the law,’ Adam warned. 
‘Your self-protection working overtime again?’ 
‘Being cautious is all!’ 


The exchange slowed Roy a trifle. Not that he doubted 
his ability to drive at breakneck speed through the town’s 
busy streets. Few top-notch drivers could match his skill 
or his capacity for guessing what the other driver was 


about to do. This plus split second timing and a super- 
ego were the basics of his ambition. 


‘If we make this score we're in clover,’ Adam said. The 
pearls were burning a hole in his palm. He loved the 
wealth of them, the utter richness of their texture. 


‘That depends, doesn’t it?’ Roy mentioned. ‘A fence 
won't pay what their store price is. I’ve heard those bas- 
tards give twenty-five per cent of the value and that’s 
tops.’ 


A sign loomed ahead. Murray’s - Licensed Turf Ac- 
countant. A smallish sign well within the legal require- 
ments. Roy slid the Hawk to the kerb and switched off the 
engine. He didn’t use his handbrake. Just left it in gear. 


‘You go in,’ he told Adam. ‘Leave the goods here. 
Don’t discuss it with the old man.’ 


‘What am I - a mug?’ Adam bundled the pearls into 
the glove compartment, patted the dash. ‘Beautiful! 
Shan’t be a tick... ’ 


While he waited, Roy examined the string of pearls. 
He’d seen some fine artificial ones but these beat those 
hollow. His mother owned a Japanese set. About two 
thousand dollars’ worth. Working on a strict comparison 
he figured they’d be offered £750 by a ‘regular’ fence. 


Adam returned, beaming. ‘Ned’ll be out in a mo,’ he 
said. ‘And he knows a fence!’ 


Roy swelled as anger roiled through him. ‘You didn’t 
talk about them inside there, did you?’ 


‘Christ, man...’ For once, Adam stood his ground 
and affirmed his position as co-leader. As one with an 
individual right to have private thoughts, to make some 
decisions alone. ‘I don’t need a wet-nurse, Roy. | can 
judge when or when not to pass along information. Ned 
wasn’t anywhere near the punters. Nobody overheard us.’ 


Throwing his hands apart and gazing at the heavens 
Roy let it slide. This was no time for a bust-up argument 
‘Okay ... okay, cool it, pal!’ He compelled himself to 
accept the situation and moved on to something less in- 
volved. ‘When we get the bread let’s all take a weekend 
by the sea, eh?’ 


‘All?’ Adam queried. 


‘Yeah! Once Ned knows the whole bloody lot will.’ 
‘We ain’t gonna split it evenly, are we?’ 


‘You and I, pal,’ Roy said softly and clearly, ‘get the 
lion’s share. Sixty per cent to be precise. The rest can 
share the leftovers.’ He grinned, ‘I'll bet Ned takes a good 
cut!’ 


Ned stuck his head through Adam’s side window, 
asked: ‘How much is my cut?” 


‘Get in, stupid,’ Roy barked. As he spoke he started the 
engine, moved into the traffic flow as Ned settled against 
the back seat. ‘Okay, where’s this guy live?’ he asked 
finally. 


‘Market Street.’ Reaching across to Adam, Ned 
Snapped his fingers impatiently. ‘Lemme see it. I’ve got to 
know what I’m floggin’... ’ 


Roy snorted, geared down for a comer. ‘Don’t get 
swell-headed, pal. This is our caper. All we want from 
you is an introduction to the crook.’ 


For a moment Ned looked ready to lash Roy with his 
tongue. Then, sinking back against the upholstery, he 
sulked. He valued his skin more than the satisfaction of 
getting in a few quips. He’d seen Roy in a temper. And 
the idea of a kicking or a bunch of fives in the mouth did 
not appeal. 


When the Humber eventually entered Market Street 
the silence inside the car was deafening. Adam stared 


dead ahead, composed and content to let Roy handle 
their mate’s injured pride. As for Roy - he didn’t care. 

Ned would do as ordered. And he didn’t have to like it, 
either. Adam and he had taken the risks nicking the heap. 
They would be the ones sent up for stealing the necklace, 
too. That was if the fuzz ever got around to tracing it. 


‘Okay, which number?’ Roy asked, keeping Ned in 
view in his mirror. 


‘Above the grocery shop!’ 
‘How well do you know this joker?’ 


Ned shrugged, started paying attention again. The thrill 
of being engaged in a deal overcame his hurt little by 
little. ‘He bets with the old man. A born loser he is too!’ 
‘Ever do business with him before?’ 


‘Once...’ Ned looked reflective. ‘I sold him some 
Slips.’ 


‘Slips?’ Roy appeared puzzled. 


‘Bettin’ slips. We was filling in for another bookie an’ 
| whipped some of his wagers. Winners all.” He smiled 
now as memory flooded back. 


Roy didn’t pursue the subject The world of turf ac- 
countants bewildered him. He seldom placed a bet never 
won when he did. Horses and dogs had no kicks for him. 
He wanted mechanical legs beneath his steed. 


‘Right - out!’ Roy disconnected his ‘jumper’ and put it 
inside his jacket. The area had the feel of criminality and 
the last thing he wanted was for somebody else to nick 
his stolen car. On the pavement he leant against the 
Humber, stared up at dirty windows, at the small green- 
grocer’s display taking up part of the pedestrian precinct 
‘What a crummy joint,’ he said. 


‘Wait till you see what he lives in,’ Ned remarked, hold- 
ing his nose. 


‘You're sure he’s got loot?’ Roy suddenly got doubts. 
They couldn’t afford to screw this deal All it needed was 
for some petty villain to broadcast the news and a nark 
would be on the grapevine telephone telling his fuzz 
friends where to locate the necklace. 


‘The old man swears he ain’t ever got less than a grand 
in his kick,’ Ned assured them. 


‘Okay,’ Roy sighed: Winking to Adam he mentioned, 
‘It’s your show, mate. But don’t goddam dare haggle over 
prices. Leave that to us... ’ 


Smoke and oaths filled the main bar of the Crooked Fox. 
Two teams crowded the dartboard end of the saloon and 
the four-letter words flew faster than the arrows. Just a 
shade slower than the pints passing from Lil to the con- 
testants. But then, that’s what a darts game was all about. 
Without booze the fun would drop out of the sport. 


‘Bleedin’ double-top,’ a voice shouted over the laugh- 
ter, across the discordant jangle of cash registers, into the 
clink of glasses. 


Sam Boyle halted inside the pub and waited for Roy 
or Adam to make a decision whether or not to stay. 
Frankly, he liked a jam-packed local, blokes he knew 
stopping off at his table to have a chat. But not tonight! 
He didn’t have the faintest notion what was ‘on’ but the 
way Ned kept bubbling it had to be big. 


Roy shouldered into the bar. ‘Any room?’ he asked 
Sam. 


‘A couple of old biddies over there we could shift,” Sam 
Said. 


‘Okay, we stay!’ Roy waved the others inside. As 
Adam entered he whispered, ‘Don’t let Ned start talkin’ 
until | give the signal.’ He forked out a fiver, slipped it 
into Adam's receptive hand. ‘Tell him to buy the first 
round.’ 


By then, Sam had planted himself in a chair opposite 
the old girls. Blowing smoke into their faces he yelled, 
‘Over ere, mates.’ Smiling, he spoke to the women. ‘You 
don’t mind me mates sharin’ this table, do you?’ 


One woman started to speak but was quickly shushed 
by her companion. Like lightning they finished their 
stouts, got on their feet and shuffled off to where the 
darts players made room for them. 


‘Grab some chairs,’ Sam told the others, comfortably 
positioned deep in the corner where getting to the bar 
would be next door to impossible. 


One by one the others whipped chairs, defying anybody 
to challenge their right to do so. Ned, scowling, jostled to 
the bar with the fiver clutched in his hand. The glances 
thrown back at Roy and Adam showed the extent of his 
fury. He hadn’t forgotten the treatment dished out that 
afternoon nor the... He reached the bar, waved the fiver 
under Lil’s nose and muttered, ‘Sod ’em both!’ 


Mostly, on their get-togethers in the pub, Willy Baxter 
and Susan Watson were missing. Willy worked a split 
shift for a paint factory and Susan had started training 
for the nursing profession. Both, fortunately, had the 
night off and were with the mob. 


It was Susan who asked the question bothering each. 
‘What’s the reason for this, Adam?’ 


Ned approached the table with a tray. No change. Just 
drinks and a set expression that said he didn’t intend to 
give the rest to Adam. 


Eyes boring into Ned accusingly, Adam got a signal 
from Roy and grabbed a Scotch before replying to his 
bird’s query. ‘How’d you like fifty quid for nothin’?’ 
Susan cocked her head. She had a natural prettiness 
and a figure worth studying a second time. She wore no 
makeup which somehow suited the dufflecoat covering 
her nursing uniform beneath. ‘Nobody gives away that 
much without strings attached,’ she said. 


Roy laughed, touched Hilda’s thigh as Bob watched in 
annoyance. ‘Would you like fifty, too - for nothing?’ 


‘| wouldn’t say no,’ she replied, deftly removing his 
hand. 


Ned slumped into a chair. ‘Christ, stop messing around. 
Tell ’em...’ 


Roy lit a cigarette, left the open packet on the table. 
Hands almost fought getting their share. ‘We scored 
today,’ he said. ‘Six hundred smackers!’ He loved the 
expressions fleeting over their close pressed features. And 


the more he spoke the better his enjoyment. Even Ned 
glowed when his name was mentioned as the one respon- 
sible for introducing the fence. At last, Roy came to the 
moment of truth. ‘So this bloke offered a century. Jeeze, 
did he ever -get a shock. | asked for a grand. Anyway, we 
settled for six ton... ’ 


Sam smacked a hand on the table. The empty glasses 
jumped. That was all. ‘Bloody hell, what a scene!’ 


Adam took over. ‘Roy an’ | been workin’ it out. We 
nicked the car so we get more’n anybody. We were goin’ 
to have fifty per cent but we decided on fifty quid each 
for Sam, Bob, Andy, Willy, Hilda and Susan. Ned did 
his share and takes away seventy-five. That leaves us with 
two-and-a-quarter to split. Okay?’ 


‘Christ - yes!’ Andy chortled, rubbing his palms to- 
gether. ‘And I’m buyin’ this round!’ 


‘Here then,’ Roy grinned and passed the young-looking 
eighteen-year-old his share. 


Bob jabbed Ned with a stiff finger. ‘You don’t seem 
pleased, mate.’ 


Ned grunted. ‘It’s nothin’ to do with the bread, man.’ 
He swung on Roy, fumbling for words to air his emo- 
tions. His fists formed and unformed continuously below 
the table rim. ‘You deliberately made me look foolish. 
I’ve gotta meet the bastard nearly every day. What’s he 
gonna think when he sees me?’ 


Roy Baird sensed disapproval from his companions. 
Without understanding cause and effect they were auto- 
matically siding with Ned against him. Probably because 
the bookie’s son had been a mate for a much longer time 
than he. Or, maybe, he had been rather hard on Ned. 
Looking back he could see how he could have handled 
the situation and let Ned keep his self-respect. 


‘| was thinking about getting more loot, man,’ he 
offered as an excuse. An undercover apology. 


‘I’m not a bleedin’ idiot,’ Ned said. Then he let go with 
his deepest gripe. ‘You blokes who’ve been to America 
think you got it all over us'. You haven’t, mate. We could 
teach some of those Yanks how to diddle.’ 


‘So that’s it, eh?’ Roy pushed his cigarettes towards 
Ned. ‘Have one and let me talk a while. I’m not sayin’ | 
didn’t like the States. | did. But I like it here, too. Okay 
... Okay,’ he held up a hand to interrupt Ned’s attempt to 
speak. ‘I often quote chapter and verse of what we did in 
California. Why not? | spent a helluva lotta years on the 
Coast It’s natural | remember.’ 


‘But you don’t have to shove it down my throat,’ Ned 
growled with Roy’s fag going. 


‘If | seem to do that all you gotta say is shut up!’ 


Sam broke the tension with a chuckle. ‘An’ get clob- 
bered!’ 


Adam pushed Andy off his chair. ‘Go buy some booze.’ 
To Roy he said, ‘Tell "em about the Blackpool trip!’ 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Schemes made by men are always subject to change. 
Especially when events dictate. So Roy and Adam dis- 
covered when they next visited Oswald Dean. All they 
wanted was his authorisation for the gang to knock-off 
three cars, a guarantee of payment in cash and a date 
when Roy’s stockcar racer would be ready. 


When they entered the Stock Stop's dirty garage disas- 
ter confronted them. Inspector Dunn and another police- 
man in uniform. With Oswald looking glum seated on an 
upturned barrel of grease. 


‘Play it cool,’ Roy whispered urgently as he kept walk- 
ing into the darkened depths of the shop. His mind 
mulled over the development, his gaze lighting on a pair 
of goggles, a helmet and a set of tyre repair tools. 


Hanging back a little, Adam brazened it out with his 
mate. There was no trace of nervousness in his system at 
that moment. This was danger. Kicks. He stayed calm. 


‘Er, excuse me...’ Roy began, ignoring the fuzz. 
Oswald hardly glanced at him. 
i'd like some goggles and a helmet,’ Roy said. 


Inspector Dunn watched the newcomers with sus- 
picions forming. Call it hunch or experience, he had the 
distinct impression the youths were pulling a gigantic 
bluff. And that Dean was doing his best to discourage 
them from lingering. 


‘Can't you see I’m busy?’ Oswald growled. 


‘Oh, sorry ...’ Roy smiled at Dunn and the constable. 
‘Go ahead - you're first.’ He walked casually into the 
rear section of the shop, idly examined a pair of fog- 
lights. 


‘Come here you two,’ Dunn called. 


Adam coughed, let Roy swing to confront the fuzz. 
For a second their eyes clashed. Adam felt better. He 
had seen enough to know that nothing was going to rattle 
his mate. Not fuzz. Not Oswald. Nothing! 


‘You mean us, sir?’ 


Dunn wanted to yell ‘yes’ - but didn’t. He’d had his 
Share of polite sarcasm from teenagers; and of solicitors 
in court requesting an internal investigation when police 
brutality and the loss of a citizen’s rights were quoted. 
He strode across to the pair. ‘Mind if | ask a few ques- 
tions, gents?' He, too, could spit sarcasm. 


‘Fire ahead,’ Roy invited. 
‘Do you often come here?’ 


‘Quite often,’ Roy agreed. ‘I’m a stockcar fanatic, and 
this is the only place where a guy can get bargains.’ 
Oswald jammed a fag between his lips, scratched a 
match, lit it. ‘Chrissakes, Inspector - don’t drive me trade 
away. Business isn’t exactly booming.’ 


‘That’s all right, Mr Dean,’ Roy beamed. ‘I’ve done 
nothing wrong. | don’t mind. Honest | don’t.’ 


Adam had warmed to the game now. He loved the way 
Roy played it so cool, so tolerantly. It was baiting with- 
out a red rag. He’d frequently wished he could antagon- 
ise a copper to do something drastic. Something to get the 
thumb screws on one of the bastards. 


Dunn frowned. ‘That’s an American accent, isn’t it?’ 
‘Partly,’ Roy grinned, lighting a smoke. ‘I’m English 


but I’ve lived in the States.’ 
‘Ever been arrested there?’ 


Roy’s expression was a caution, Adam thought. God, 
he should have been an actor! 


‘No, sir. Should |?’ 
‘Don’t act the smart-alec with me, lad,’ Dunn snarled. 


‘| wouldn’t dare. You’d run me in... ’ Roy chuckled. 
He got between Dunn and Dean, winked to the Stock 
Stop’s proprietor. ‘Can | ask why you have to question 
me?’ 


Pointing a finger at Adam, Inspector Dunn barked, ‘Do 
you have a Car, too?’ 


‘Not on your life,” Adam replied with mock terror. 
‘He’s me mate. | wouldn’t be caught dead ridin’ with, 
him.’ 

‘He’s me mate,’ Dunn mimicked. ‘Does he need you to 
hold his hand?’ 


‘Does he hold yours, sir?’ Adam pointed to the uni- 
formed constable and laughed. 


Oswald almost choked on a drag. This was carrying 
antics too far in his opinion. If Dunn got really annoyed 
he could make things very difficult for both the boys. 
‘Look, Inspector - can’t you come back another time?’ he 
asked angrily. ‘I’m not goin’ to lose a cash sale for you or 
the Home Secretary.’ 


Dunn wagged to his constable. ‘Get their names, Jen- 
kins.’ 

‘I’m Smith - he’s Jones,’ Roy said. ‘Tom Smith and 
Dick Jones. Harry Brown will be here soon!’ 


Tom. . Dick and Harry... Adam burst out laughing,, 
holding his sides as tears formed. Even Oswald had to 


guffaw. Only Dunn refused to recognise a wisecrack He 
thundered past the pair, strode to the door. The constable- 
dropped his hand from his tunic pocket where he kept 

his notebook, grinned and hurriedly followed the inspec- 
tor. 


‘You bastard!’ Oswald said. 
‘Christ, | nearly wet meself,’ Adam admitted. 


Roy shrugged. His agile mind was ahead of their en- 
counter, is he on your tail again?’ he asked Oswald. 


‘Yeah! He’s got a bleedin’ bug in his brain. Can’t rest 
until he puts me inside, he says.’ 


‘What about deliveries then? ’ 
Dean scowled. ‘Cut ’em out until the heat’s off!’ 


‘Shit!’ Roy exploded. ‘There goes our bloody Black- 
pool trip!’ 


Saturday, and City were at home to Rovers. Not quite 
so exciting as Blackpool, Ned thought as he wrapped his 
scarf round his neck, but they’d get their kicks. Like the 
others, he had experienced a let-down following Oswald 
Dean's soft-peddling tactics. 


‘One last pint, luv,’ Adam said as he shoved fifty new 
pence across the Crooked Fox's bar. Not even Lil’s tits 
gave him a thrill. 


‘I'll have one as well,’ Ned remarked. ‘From his 
money.’ 

‘You pair look like you’re goin’ to a burial,’ Lil said, 
drawing the pints. 

‘We should’a been in Blackpool this weekend,’ Adam 
told her. 


‘Cor, that’s what I'd like. A fella to take me to Black- 
pool. I’ve been there once, you know. Down on the sands 


after the lights go out... ’ She winked and bent lower to 
"exhibit her assets. 


Ned, unable to kick his depression fully just had to 
remark, ‘You don’t take birds to Blackpool. You get ’em 
there..,.’ 


Not many men were in the bar. After the match the 
place would swarm and buzz. Home games and the Fox 
begged for boozers before the kick-off. Especially when 
the skinheads were spotted making an early start Things 
had reached a pretty pitch what with the fuzz practically 
frisking everybody who even looked like he might cause 
trouble on the terraces. The days of going ‘tooled’ to a 
game had long gone. Hereabouts anyway. Some places 
they still got away with murder but the local, newspaper 
had a columnist dedicated to cleaning up soccer. More 
due to his efforts than anything else the coppers kept a 
close eye on all activities. 


‘I’m not in the mood for aggro,’ Adam admitted with 
a lacklustre expression. 


‘| bleedin’ am,’ Ned growled. Then he grinned, hitched 
his trousers although it was strictly unnecessary. His 
braces supported his army surplus gear adequately. 
‘Wonder if Roy'll be there?’ 


‘Doesn't he get delivery of his car soon?’ 


Lil picked up her ears and bent forward all full of 
interest. ‘A car?’ she queried. ‘What type - a Jaguar?’ 
Adam perked up some. He couldn’t stay down in the 
dumps forever. Maybe if he teased Lil it would get his 
mind working to appreciate aggro again. ‘You randy 
bitch,’ he said with a wide smile. ‘That’s your meat, ain’t 
it? A Jag speedin’ along and then whipping into a layby 
to get your bleedin’ legs up! ’ 


Liltossed her head, but not in anger. She didn’t care 
who knew that her knickers got into a twist when a bloke 
took her out in a fast car. Anyway, at this time of the day 
she enjoyed engaging in loose talk. A little bit of sugges- 
tion never hurt anyone. It was not until the evening shift 
got under way that she seriously sorted out the talkers 
from the doers. 


‘You wouldn’t like Roy’s car,’ Adam continued. ‘It’s 
a stock model for racing. You Know - all ironwork and 
battered to blazes.’ 


‘Is he one of those maniacs?’ 
Ned grunted. ‘Yeah - an’ he can drive!’ 


Lil nodded thoughtfully. She had been watching Roy 
for quite some while. If only he’d notice her. She wouldn’t 
mind him driving at her... 


Sharon Gordon moaned, gyrated against Roy’s naked- 
ness. She could hear the booming traffic down on the 
street, the creak of bedsprings as they searched for final 
release. Sweat coated them, their skins slippery. For one 
desperate second she thought she had lost him. Then, 
suddenly... 


‘Christ... yes, Roy, yes! ’ 


Locked in her arms he felt his mind explode into a 
million shattering pieces. Her groans and exhortations 
drowned the traffic’s incessant noise, flooded him with 
well-being. The bed slammed against the wall knocking 
hunks of plaster to the floor. He didn’t care. Nothing 
could equal this wonderful sensation. Nor compare with 
her totally responsive giving. 


Slowly, they fell apart. Drained. Satiated. Unable to 
comprehend the magic that had weaved its spell over 
them. 


‘Terrific,’ Sharon gasped. 


‘Sonofabitch!’ Roy basked in the session’s afterglow. 
He’d been around, had more girls than hotcakes for 
breakfast. But this .. . He hadn't anticipated Sharon’s 
complete dedication to the act All of her had somehow 
gotten involved in those terminating moments. Right then 
he figured the cash outlay for this dingy pad worthwhile. 
Originally, he had intended the drum to house his gear. 
To be used for uninterrupted sleep the night before a big 
race. He never could get a really good rest at home. His 
mother was one of those worrying mums who thought 
that a minute in bed more than usual meant sickness. 


‘It’s best in bed,’ Sharon breathed. 


‘Yeah!’ Roy’s hand lazily touched her body. Moved 
up and down exploringly. 


‘God, again?’ 
‘Naw-relax!’ 
‘Are you going to the match?’ 


He glanced at his wristwatch. ‘Yeah - better get 
dressed... ’ 


‘Don’t go,’ she pleaded, coming on one elbow and gaz- 
ing at his nudity with undisguised eagerness. ‘Stay with 
me. We'll be ready for it soon.’ 


He climbed off the bed, spat in disgust when he noticed 
the broken plaster. Scratching his belly he took a last 
look at her mature form. ‘Get somethin’ on. I’m ina 
hurry now.’ 


Reluctantly, she wiped herself with the sheet She de- 
tested sweaty flesh. One day she would remember to carry 
a deodorant in her purse. She kept telling herself this but 
didn’t do more about it ‘Will you let me come here to- 
night?’ she asked. 


‘We'll see,’ he replied as he climbed into his underwear. 
‘If you’re in the Crooked Fox... ’ 


She pulled a face. ‘I can’t stand that pub.’ 


‘| like it!’ That for him, ended the matter. Women 
didn’t tell Roy Baird what to do or where to drink. If 
they cherished his company they followed like lambs. 
Ready to be slaughtered. 


Slipping into her knickers with their artfully contrived 
motifs adding to her sensuality rather than sheltering it, 
she accepted his statement without argument. One thing 
she realised about this youth was his utter faith in him- 
self. His refusal to bend. Unlike Oswald who could, once 
or twice, be wheedled into doing something against the 
grain Roy would resist every influence. 


‘The car’ll be ready tomorrow,’ she said. 


Roy attached his clip-on braces. ‘Did Oswald say how 
much?’ 

She shrugged her dress over her head, spoke into the 
material. ‘More than you have in credit.’ 

‘How much?’ Roy wasn’t worried about the extra. He 
still had enough salted away in the bank to cover every 
probability. 

‘How the hell do I know! About fifty quid, | think.’ 

‘He’s bleedin’ me... ’ 


‘Christ, you just finding that out?’ She sounded sur- 
prised. 


Roy grinned. ‘l'Il soak the bastard on his sponsorship.’ 


‘That’s your opinion,’ she hissed. She was pleasantly 
aware that she did have some loyalties left in her. Oswald 
was everything people said he was but she couldn’t help 
feeling an attachment. Not all physical, either. 


‘You wait and see,’ Roy snapped. 

‘If | have a kid ... ’ Sharon watched Roy closely. 
‘Don’t you take the Pill?’ 

‘| forget now and then!’ 


‘Jesus!’ He started, suddenly laughed. ‘Don’t expect 
me to make an honest woman of you.’ 


‘That’s what | thought. Oh, hell - don’t sympathise. 
I’ve taken my tablets.’ 


‘That’s your responsibility,’ he offered without gra- 
ciousness. 


‘Thanks a lot!’ 


‘Don’t mention it,’ he grinned and lit a smoke. 
‘Frankly, I’ve considered gettin’ knackered.’ 


‘What happens if you decide to marry?’ 


‘So who wants screaming brats!’ He shrugged, ready to 
leave. She had her hair to comb. ‘Make it snappy, Sharon. 
The game starts in thirty minutes.’ 


‘You skinhead bastards! ’ she snarled. 


His hand slashed out, knocking her across the bed. 
‘Don’t ever say that again,’ he warned. 


Tears stung her eyes. ‘lIl get you, Roy Baird,’ she 
menaced. 


Bending over her, his hand shot up her clothes and 
mangled flesh until she yelled. ‘You’ll what?’ he asked 
threateningly. 

‘Don’t! Christ - stop it! | swear ... | won’t, Roy!’ 

He released tender flesh. ‘That’s better. Just remember 
this - one word wrong and I'D ruin you. Okay?’ 


She wiped tears away, nodded in docile agreement as 
she massaged her injured parts. AD fight left in her was 


aimed solely at Oswald Dean. At least with him she had 
blackmail material. Not that she believed Roy would ever 
submit regardless of what a person had on him. He was 
the stubborn, determined type. The I’m my own law type. 


‘Meet me in the Fox tonight,’ Roy said and waited by 
the door for her to leave first. 

‘| don’t know... ’ she stuttered. 

‘Suit yourself,’ he said with a wicked shrug. ‘I couldn’t 
care less! If you're not there l'Il find another piece.’ 

‘Scrubbers!’ she flung at him. 

‘So what? They perform .. .’ He pulled the door shut 
and grunted. ‘You women make me sick. You all think 
you’ve got something extra special. When the hell are you 
gonna realise it’s the same no matter how you dress it 
up?’ 

‘And you’re very, very special | suppose?’ she scorned. 

‘You know | am,’ he grinned and once again his hand 
shot up her clothes. 


She tore away from it, from those educated fingers. She 
didn’t dare admit the truth - he had been better than any- 
thing she’d experienced.., 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Rovers had just scored. One of those picture goals the 
panel on ITV drooled about for ages. A ‘goal-of-the- 
month’ effort for BBC-TV. A perfect set-piece from a 
free kick with the tall back running decoy as the small, 
agile forward stole in and got his head to the low cross. 


‘Bleedin’ rubbish,’ Ned screamed. 
‘Stupid bleeders,’ Adam roared. 


Roy nodded, appreciative of the play. He did not share 
his mates’ fervent loyalty to City. As an athlete he loved 
the way those Rover forwards worked the decoy, sneaked 
behind an unsuspecting defence. He placed the blame 
squarely on City’s manager. Loud-mouthed sonofabitch. 
All spotted cravat and natty suit and nothing between the 
ears! The publicity had been all on dear old manager. 
And to hell with the blokes who made it possible every 
Saturday. What a lousy way to run a team! 


A solitary fan waved his scarf and hollered for Rovers 
to pour it on. 


‘Let’s do ‘im,’ Adam snarled. 
‘Kick the berk in the balls,’ Ned agreed. 
‘Lemme go first,’ Andy requested. 


Roy pushed down the terrace slope. Stood next to the 
Rovers fan. ‘You got one, eh?’ 


The fan chortled, ‘You betcha! Rovers for the Cup, 
mate. We'll crucify these City slobs.’ 


‘A pity you ain’t gonna be there to see ’em,’ Roy said, 
driving his knee into the bloke’s groin. As the man folded, 
Roy battered him with hard fists, and finished him off 
with a well-placed foot in the balls. 


‘Crikey...’ a terrace idiot said. 


Roy swung on him. ‘You want some of the same, 
buddy?’ 


‘Not likely, mate!’ 


Andy arrived on the scene. His face expressed the dis- 
appointment he felt. For good measure he belted the 
Rovers fan a second time. ‘That’s for me,’ he screamed. 


‘Let’s get round to the East End,’ Adam said when he 
joined his mates, I’m fed-up watchin’ this bloody awful 
match!’ 


Roy and Ned exchanged glances. It had been a terrible 
spectacle. For a Cup match neither side seemed to under- 
stand the basics of crowd approval. All they’d done was 
boot the ball from end to end and show prima donna 
tantrums when tackled. If it hadn’t been for the set-piece 
goal display the entire game could have been played ina 
school playground. There was that much skill lacking it 
had become sickening. 


‘Maybe the goal will stir ’em up,’ Andy suggested. 
‘Bleedin’ better,’ Ned replied. 
‘I’m for havin’ our own fun,’ Adam voiced. 


Roy nodded. He, too, had been bored by the seventy 
minutes crap-filled superstar off-camera antics. For all 
the league moaning about television spoiling the game it 
boiled down to one important feature - without the all- 
seeing television eye the players went through motions 
and collected huge sums for doing what an eager amateur 
would have done for the hell of appearing on the pitch. It 


wasn’t television that was keeping gates down. It was the 
bloody transfer system that over-valued a man. Made him 
into a God-figure. A glory-boy. A team spoiler. After all, 
what dedicated man wanted to feed some selfish bastard 
just so he could plead for more than a £100 per week next 
season. Especially when the feeder got less than £75! 


‘There’s a bunch of Rovers buggers over there,’ Ned 
said, pointing. 


‘Come on...’ Roy bashed a man standing on the ter- 
race. What the hell if he was one of theirs, he figured. It’s 
all part of the bloody game! Bash or be bashed. Until 
football got the upper hand it had to be action on the 
terraces. People didn’t come out on wet Saturday after- 
noons to freeze and watch stinking players go through the 
motions of collecting their money. 


Down on the pitch a few coppers spotted the move- 
ment in the crowd and shifted positions to be ready for 
immediate trouble. Anticipation was the keynote of their 
plan. Roy chortled. He liked this challenge. The idea was 
to hit hard and fast and retreat before the fuzz got into 
the danger area. That meant concerted efforts and he got 
the mob together midway between their supporters and 
the enemy. 


‘Fuzz are watchin’ us,’ he told them. ‘Let’s pick our 
targets now.’ 


Ned rubbed his hands on his army-surplus trousers. ‘I 
see smooths, too!’ 


‘Christ - ain’t it a beautiful day!’ Adam crowed. 


Roy didn’t share their emotions. Smooths were mod 
Skins in his book. Deviants but nevertheless mates of a 
sort. He could not understand why Adam and Ned found 
it necessary to antagonise probable allies. But they did. 
And there was nothing he could do to change their think- 


ing processes. He’d tried. God knows how often. And all 
he got for his tongue exercise was the great big blank. The 
fish-eyed stare. The ‘we hate ’em and that’s it’ attitude. 


‘Okay, which ones do we hit?’ he asked in resignation. 
‘Smooths,’ Ned replied with alacrity. 

‘Rovers twits,’ Adam said. 

‘Make up your minds... ’ 


Andy searched the sea of heads, the colours worn by 
the two groups. ‘We could get a few of each,’ he sug- 
gested. ‘They’re side by side!’ 


Roy masterminded a plan. Finger pointing, he told 
them, ‘Let’s get in past that barricade. Put the boot in 
quick an’ off down the tunnel!’ 


Like well-oiled machinery the mob filtered through the 
spectators. Moans and an occasional ahh as play got close 
to goal-mouth danger kept the fervent supporters from 
taking into their reckoning the invasion. Only when Roy 
thrust aside a Rovers fan and lashed out with his boot did 
the crowd realise what was happening. And then it was 
too late! 


Ned belted a smooth, and pushed his bird on her back- 
side. Adam and Andy tore into the exploding battle. 
Their Squires dealt punishment galore. They were vicious 
animals snapping and snarling as the killer-instinct came 
to the fore. 


In less than ten seconds they’d ripped through the 
throng, reached the tunnel. Groans followed them. Curses 
roared above the sudden hush as the referee jabbed a 
finger at the penalty spot and whistled for a major in- 
fringement. Roy slammed a fist into a looming face, 
knocked the legs from a screaming woman, hammered 
his elbow into an old man’s ribs. Adam grinned, wickedly 
executed a one-two combination of expertly thrown 


punches and left a smooth hanging over a rail in agony. 
Ned, unable to free himself, found his nose flattened and 
blood spurting down his jacket. Only when the darting 
Andy arrived with feet and fists flying did he manage to 
tear away from the irate smooths. 


‘This way,’ Roy yelled and belted down the tunnel. His 
mind had jumped a hundred yards ahead. The fuzz had 
walkie-talkies. They’d have a squad waiting where the 
tunnel exit hit the street. He swung round the back of the 
stands, zig-zagged through a maze of interconnecting cor- 
ridors until he reached another exit halfway round the 
ground. 


Ned swore and wiped his bloody nose with a dirty 
handkerchief. 


Adam and Andy exchanged breathless accounts of 
their victory, keeping behind Ned with unconscious 
awareness of a stricken comrade needing protection and 
a rearguard defence. 


Only when they reached the street and dodged into the 
narrow alleys and back gardens of the houses surrounding 
the ground did they slacken pace and drop off to a walk. 


For Roy the whole exercise had been one of inconse- 
quential kicks. He’d enjoyed the thrill of using his 
strength against weaker opponents but he still didn’t rate 
football aggro tops. It was a dying scene. A hangover 
from another era. Something the yobbos clung to without 
any real thought behind their violence. In his book he 
knew there had to be another form of explosive outlet 
that left a satisfying feeling in its wake. Not this hit-and- 
run business with its half-finished game leaving a huge 
hole in a Saturday’s entertainment 


Oswald Dean tossed his ballpoint into a drawer and care- 
fully locked his books in the safe. Once a week he brought 


his accounts up-to-date in both ledgers and relaxed. He 
didn’t fool around with the tax-man. Nor with the in- 
spectors who frequently paid him a visit to see that he 
conducted his affairs in a business-like manner. He’d 
been taught by a genius way back when he first entered 
the world of commerce. A man who knew that illegal 
activities must always appear to be strictly legal. Aman 
who had a gift for cooking the books. For keeping two 
sets - one for the crook’s own reference and the second 
for those whose duty it was to collect and examine. 


The untaxable profits for the week looked good. At 
this rate he could afford to retire in Jess than a year. Even 
the money he had promised for sponsorship of Roy’s 
racer would come back in increased sales of legitimate 
goods and the mixture of hot items he infiltrated into 
his stock. At a guess he would recoup every penny and 
make a small percentage on the side. 


Lighting a cigarette he pondered the advisability of 
paying a visit to the Crooked Fox. Sharon would be there. 
So would Roy Baird. And a lot of others he didn’t much 
care to meet. 


To hell with the skinheads! And Sharon! 


He hurried upstairs, changed from his oily coveralls 
into a pair of slacks and an open-necked shirt. He scrub- 
bed his hands, rolled down the collar of the shirt and 
tried to freshen-up his face. Ingrained grease could not be 
removed but he accomplished the desired effect and 
studied his features in a broken, scum-stained mirror. The 
years had not been kind to him. Yet, knowing the success 
rate he had with young girls, they didn’t make him look 
too old. The lechery in his soul stayed there. Did not 
reflect from eyes or expression. 


He lit another cigarette, went and poured a stiff jolt 
of White Horse. He felt randy. Ready to experiment. 


Prepared to tackle something very young, very fresh, very 
new to the game... 


Which one? Certainly not any of his ‘regulars’... 


Janette didn’t mind older men paying attention to her. In 
school - when the rest of the class left - she frequently 
was asked to stay behind. Not for extra lessons unless 
one took sex as a vital part of education. Mr -Thompson 
had a thoroughly modern approach to everything - in- 
cluding the business of adulthood. Like when they were 
alone, her standing by his desk and his hand up her 
clothes doing such wonderful things. Things like she did 
at night, alone in her little bed. Things to make her ap- 
preciate the subtle change from childhood into woman- 
hood. 


And she couldn’t ever forget that day when he showed 
her the difference between them! Actually showed her .., 
but only fleetingly. 


Ever since, she had yearned for another man - a more 
courageous man - to complete her education! 


In six months she would be fourteen. Very old for a girl 
these days. Most of her mates had been brought into the 
‘club’. But not her. Mr Thompson liked his feelings. His 
whisperings. Nothing more. Not the ‘club’ bit. 


She had it on her mind as she walked home. She’d 
seen Gloria giggling as Tom took her behind the flats. If 
that wasn’t a bit she didn’t know what was! She felt an- 
noyed. There was nothing wrong with her physically. 
She had all the things other girls had. She wanted to taste 
the ultimate -thrill. This in-between stage didn’t appeal. 
Not in the least. 


Then... 


She’d heard about Oswald Dean’s penchant for 
younger girls. How he had this pad upstairs. She didn’t 
really like Dean. Not many of the girls did. But he had 
something to offer. Something she earnestly desired at 
that moment. 


When he smiled, she smiled back. When he hesitated 
and looked like he wanted to stop and talk she did like- 
wise. And waited for him to open the conversation. 


‘You're Janette Morris, aren’t you?’ he asked. 
‘Yes - and you’re Mr Dean from the Stock Stop!’ 


Oswald trembled slightly. Once they mentioned that 
they had to know about his perversion! And this one 
wasn’t in any rush to avoid him. Not like some who ran a 
mile to escape his passions. 


‘| was going to buy some lemonade for a party,’ he 
Said. 


‘A big party?’ Janette tried to keep a straight face. 
She was ahead of his suggestions. Wanted to tease now. 


‘Small,’ Oswald admitted. ‘Just for two people.’ He 
studied her shape. Matured enough to make it interesting! 
‘I’m all alone tonight... ’ 


‘You want me to keep you company?’ 


‘Would you?’ He realised he’d been quicker than he 
should. 


‘Dirty old man,’ the girl laughed. 


‘What... what do you mean?’ He had the urge bad. 
‘You know,’ Janette prompted, I’ve heard about what 
you do to girls... .’ She pursed her lips and whistled. 
‘Bad, isn’t it?’ 

‘Not if you like it,’ he replied as tension mounted. ‘A 
lot do... ’ 


‘| like potato chips with my lemonade,’ Janette said. 
She was feeling the anticipation. 


‘You'll come to my place?’ 
‘Do you want me to come?’ 


Oswald refused to excite her with naughty words. 
Instead, he nodded, and nervously reached for her small 
hand. When she let him take it in his he figured he had it 
made. He smiled, patted her bottom. ‘I do,’ he almost 
whispered. 


Janette shook violently all over. Nothing could stop 
her joining the ‘club’ now. She’d made a decision. All 
the feels, the gropes, the lonely pleasures were about to 
erupt into one magnificent moment of truth. She was will- 
ing. Oh, so bloody willing! 


‘Beef and onion?’ Oswald asked. 


‘Anything,’ the girl said, clinging to him. ‘Are you 
very old? Older than my dad?’ 


‘Old enough,’ Oswald admitted, hurrying her toward 
the shop. ‘But young enough, too!’ 


She didn’t catch the proposition. In time she would. 
All she could think about was that difference. The thing 
she had visualised for many, many months. Even almost 
a year. ‘I can’t stay very long,’ she offered. 


‘It won't take long,’ Oswald told her and, for extra 
value, gave her arse a squeeze... 


Sharon felt drunk. She’d been drinking Scotch for ages. 
She didn’t normally prefer Scotch. She liked a white wine, 
or beer. Not doubles with a minimum of water. But she 
didn’t have the gall to say ‘no’ when the lads went to the 
bar or Lil brought fresh drinks to the table. She wanted 


Roy to know she belonged with his bunch. Just wasn’t an 
outsider looking in type. 


‘| wonder what Oswald’s screwin’ tonight?’ she asked 
in general. 


Roy’s ears perked. Anything concerned with Oswald 
Dean’s extracurricular activities interested him. The 
more he had on the bastard the better deal he could make. 


Adam grinned, said: ‘Some twelve-year-old, no doubt.’ 


Sharon pulled a face. ‘He doesn’t touch 'em unless 
they’re thirteen.’ 


‘That’s bloody young,’ Ned mentioned. 


‘FIL bet your first one wasn’t even that,’ Sharon ac- 
cused. 

‘Hell - | wasn’t even eleven,’ Ned came back. 

Roy sat back with cigarette glowing and Scotch nursed 
in hand. A few prompts here and there and he’d have 
Oswald eating out of his mitt. ‘He likes ’em young, eh?’ 

‘He tried it on me when | was thirteen,’ said Sharon. 

‘Bleedin’ pig!’ she continued. ‘If it wasn’t for the letter 
an’ the picture...’ She squeezed her eyes into narrow 
Slits, peered at the others. She’d said too much, she 
realised. Roy’s attention kept being a constant irritation 
now. His eyes accusing, pleading orbs threatening her 
sanity. 

‘Letter? Picture?’ 

Sharon giggled trying to hide her mistake. ‘I’m drunk,’ 
she announced. 

‘What letter? What picture?’ Roy insisted. 

‘I’m not sayin’,’ Sharon told him. She fumbled her glass 
closer but didn’t lift it to her lips. 

‘Want to come back with me?’ Roy asked. 


‘You're tryin’ to get info,’ Sharon said. 


Adam grinned, called: ‘More booze, Lil!’ 


Ned bent forward, touched Roy’s knee and gave him 
the eye. When he spoke he deliberately coated his ques- 
tion with flannel. ‘I’ve taken one of Oswald’s bits to bed. 
Didn’t she rave! Were you his first? Or somethin’?’ 


Sharon drifted on a cloud-nine fog. ‘He’s a randy 
donger ... No, | wasn’t the first. Not the last, either. 
But I’ve got him by the short-and-curlies ... I’ve gota 
picture of him ...’ She paused. Looked round their table. 
‘Quit it,’ she hollered then. ‘You’re all dirty...’ 


‘Hey, you’re drunk,’ Roy interrupted. He kissed her 
cheek. ‘Let’s get out of here, eh? ’ 


Sharon beamed. ‘Yeah, man - let’s go.’ 


Roy winked to the mob. Taking Sharon’s hand he got 
to his feet. ‘See you tomorrow,’ he said and helped the 
swaying girl to the door... 


‘Very interestin’,’ Bob said. 
‘Bleedin’ pathetic,’ Ned allowed. 


‘He’ll get the dope on Oswald before mornin’,’ Adam 
remarked. ‘An’ a lot more...’ He laughed, shouted: 
‘Where’s the bleedin’ booze, Lil?’ 


CHAPTER NINE 


Inspector Dunn threw his hands into the air and 
practically broke the chair he sat on as he leant back. 
‘I’m not satisfied,’ he roared. ‘We’ve got seven men work- 
ing fulltime on car thefts and all | hear are excuses. Now 
there’s this pearl necklace... ’ 


The assembled squad presented blank faces, stood 
respectfully to attention. Not one dared question the 
inspector’s right to bawl them out. Nor his annoyance 
by their continued failure to apprehend the criminals. 
They’d worked night and day, come close several times 
to making an arrest. All to no avail. 


‘What have we found out about this Baird chap?’ 
Dunn asked, slamming forward and planting both feet 
on the floor. 


‘He comes from middle-class parents,’ Constable 
Winchester remarked, flipping his notebook open. ‘They 
lived in America for some years but returned when the 
father got a promotion that necessitated him being back 
here again.’ 


‘And did we put a tracer through?’ Dunn asked grimly. 


‘Yes, sir!’ Winchester consulted his notes a second 
time. ‘Nothing from the F.B.l. or the California State 
Police. He’s clean, sir!’ 


‘Hard to believe,’ Dunn commented. ‘I didn’t like him. 
He’s got a shifty face... ’ 


Detective-Sergeant Jim Endean stepped forward. He 
had the responsibility for co-ordinating his team’s work 
Always under the jurisdiction of Dunn’s final approval. 
‘I’ve been checking deeper, sir,’ he said. ‘Roy Baird is 
being sponsored by Oswald Dean for stockcar racing. 
Now, we all know Dean doesn’t spend a penny unless he 
takes in fifty P - which suggests to me that Baird is some- 
how tied up in the Stock Stop’s illegal activities!’ 


‘How can you say that, Sergeant?’ Dunn asked. ‘We 
have no bloody proof that Dean is illegal!’ 


‘We've got our suspicions, sir... ’ 


Dunn exploded. ‘We have suspicions about Heath’s 
Common Market deal but that doesn’t mean we can defi- 
nitely say Britain was sold down the river, does it?’ 
Endean looked guilty. ‘No, sir!’ He didn’t argue the 
point. As a Marketeer he refused to admit that the deal 
had brought Britain to her knees, or been the most retro- 
grade step in history. 


‘Get me proof,’ Dunn snapped. He also wished to 
blazes he could use his authority to get a consensus of 
public opinion regarding the Common Market deal. His 
estimation of the verdict ran at ninety-nine per cent 
against membership and a mere one per cent dubiously 
considering all its artful implications. So much for Heath’s 
fanfare! But his colleague knew that that was the old- 
fashioned way of thinking - he wasn’t going to be classed 
as belonging to the Stone Age! 


Endean shuffled his feet. ‘Is that all, sir? ’ 

‘It’s enough, isn’t it?’ 

Nodding to his squad, Endean led them from the office. 
He loathed going against his superior’s instructions but 


he didn’t seriously believe that Oswald Dean was alone 
responsible for the rash of car thefts. He blamed an out- 


of-town operative. A contact man. One using local teen- 
agers to do his vile work. A bloke who whipped every 
vehicle down the motorway within an hour of the nick. 


Dunn sensed his inferior’s antagonistic streak and 
wanted to make an example of the man. Yet, Knowing the 
current mood of the police organisation, dared not over- 
do his authority. Things were finely balanced. What with 
the pay freeze, the mining dispute, the rail go-slow and 
the public wave of antipathy following disclosures of 
corruption in several key regional towns any doctrinaire 
chastisement was bound to have its deadly repercussions. 


‘Ill break him and I don’t give a damn how!’ he mut- 
tered to himself. He fumed. Fretted. Thought. Then... 
‘Why not?’ he asked aloud. Drawing the telephone closer 
he actually smiled. ‘If he won’t - who will?’ he asked the 
inarticulate instrument... 


Roy Baird eased himself into the driver’s seat and ad- 
justed his belt for comfort. He loved the feel of the 
vehicle. The solid construction. The frame. 


‘How’s it?’ Oswald asked anxiously. 
‘Terrific!’ 
‘You’ve got everything | can do to make it right!’ 


‘You've done a fantastic job, mate,’ Roy admitted. 
He switched on the ignition, listened to the throaty purr 
of the V-8 engine. Sweet, tuned to perfection. Bustin’ 
with power. He touched the frame - no vibration. Just 
what the track doc ordered! 


‘Don’t bleedin’ take chances first time out,’ Oswald 
pleaded. 


‘I'll win,’ Roy said. He didn’t go for superlatives. 
Winning was enough. And more. 


‘How about the Stock Stop emblem?’ Oswald asked. 


‘Paint it on...’ Roy cut the motor, 'climbed from his 
machine. He patted the body. For the first time he had a 
friendship going for Oswald. The man had nothing - a 
zero - to offer him. But this .. . Well, he adored the 
finished product. Dean had done him proud. 


Oswald was already whipping paint over a stencil. 
Covering the side with a huge emblem emblazoned with 
the words OSWALD’S STOCK STOP! Only the white 
roof remained inviolate. 


‘Have you arranged for a trailer?’ Roy asked. 
‘All laid on,’ Oswald muttered. 


‘And the papers?’ He didn’t want to arrive at the 
track and find his entry void. 


‘Taken care of!’ Oswald beamed, stood back and 
viewed his masterpiece. The symbol blared at him. 


‘You could have a transfer slapped on my helmet,’ Roy 
said sarcastically. 


‘Yeah...’ Oswald glared at the helmet, wondering 
what it would cost to have a smaller edition made of his 
stencil. 


‘Forget it,’ Roy snapped. ‘I ain’t riding round with 
that bloody stop sign across me! ’ 


The Stock Stop’s owner felt sick. Had he made a mis- 
take? Was this creep only interested in his own glory and 
not the promotion of his sponsorship? What harm would 
it do anyone? 


‘Aw, hell - go ahead!’ Roy tossed his helmet at Dean, 
stalked from the garage. It wasn’t that he wanted to ap- 
pease. Not him. Never. He just reckoned that a gesture 
now would mean a .better return later. 


Oswald caressed the helmet like it was a young girl’s 
body. Rounded. Too hard but then, wasn’t that how they 


should be? He quivered. Sex was assuming too much im- 
portance. If it kept on at this increasing rate he’d be done 
for something pleasurable. Not something criminal. He’d 

have to watch it Have to subdue his urges. 


Adam hated the sheepskin coat Roy had stolen for him. 
He knew that Ned felt ridiculous in his tweeds - another 
whipped-bargain from a supermarket shelf. Or next door 
to that! One of those everything-on-the-hangers-has-to- 
be-nicked establishments. The type flogging drugs under 
the counter and to hell with what the insurance company 
pays out for missing merchandise. Even Andy seemed 
foolish in his cravat and sports-jacket with the loose car- 
coat hanging open. 


Only Bob seemed adequate. He looked the part in his 
checked shortie, his cap, his gloves and heavy Oxford 
brogues. The sunglasses suited him, too. With rain splat- 
tering on their no-see-through lenses he had the air of a 
wealthy businessman about to wager a thousand on the 
outcome of the race. 


‘Christ, you’re a pansy,’ Adam said. 


‘Bleedin’ jealous,’ Bob announced and fingered his 
binocular case. It felt too light and he let it fall back on 
his chest. Trust Andy to swipe a case and not the bloody 
contents! 


‘This is a lotta crap,’ Adam complained. 


‘| like it,’ Ned announced. ‘If it wasn’t for the 
clothes...’ A brace of birds hurried by, their heavy 
man-handled breasts thrusting against sheepskin coats. 
‘Christ, where did you ever see knockers like that?’ 


‘I’ve been invited to a party,’ Andy mentioned. 
‘Jesus!’ Adam exploded. ‘Have you all gone queer?’ 


A roar sounded from the track. Loudspeakers broad- 
cast the particulars of the race. All was lost on the skins. 
The only thing they caught was Roy’s name. They tensed, 
automatically. 


‘He’s got guts,’ Ned said. 

‘He’s gonna get clobbered,’ Adam growled. 
‘I'll bet five he doesn’t.’ Andy yelled. 

‘Five what?’ Bob asked. 

‘Five bob - what else?’ 


Adam took the front of their stringy chain and walked 
down towards the pits. He didn’t know where he should 
be for a front-seat view. All that hit him was this was 
where the action happened. And this was where he should 
be. 

‘Victory depends on those monkeys,’ Andy declared. 

‘Monkeys?’ Ned queried. 

‘Roy calls "em grease-monkeys!’ 


‘Mechanics,’ Adam corrected. He didn’t dare show his 
ignorance. After all, he was co-leader of the mob. 

‘Okay, mechanics...’ Andy glowered. He felt more 
with-it than Adam. He loved the growl of engines, the 
excitement of men ready to suffer fatal injury for the 
privilege of finishing first. 

‘| can’t see anybody to bash,’ Bob mentioned. 

‘We're not supposed to have an aggro today,’ Ned 
said. 


‘It’s only a small meeting,’ Andy imparted. ‘Wait till 
we get to Brands Hatch!’ 


‘Where’s that?’ Adam asked. 


‘Jeeze, you’re stupid!’ Andy turned away and put ten 
paces between them. He didn’t know, either. But nobody 
was going to discover his missing knowledge this day. 


The loudspeaker blared again, and the engines belted, 
their roar into the tranquil countryside. A bloke with a 
flag stood on the track, poised to commit suicide in 
Adam'’s estimation. Then... 


'They’re off!’ 


One of the first to break was Roy, His Stock Stop 
special zoomed from the start into the lead. On his heels 
came a monster wearing a skull-and-crossbones emblem. 
With a blue roof. 


‘God, wot a driver!’ Andy hollered. 


Adam had to admit at this early stage that Roy knew 
how to handle his car. At the first bend he sliced off 
the challenger’s chance, screamed into a straight with 
dirt flying. Zoomed all-out for the next curve. 


‘Hey, lookit those dolly-birds,’ Ned exclaimed. 


Adam watched the girls. They were doing their nuts. 
Jumping and yelling and dancing little randy steps. 


‘Roy’s got it made for ’im,’ Andy concluded. 


‘If he wins,’ Adam growled, feeling sorry for himself. 
Inwardly, he hoped - and prayed - Roy would come 
second. Or third. Or even last. He didn’t go for stockcar 
racing. There wasn’t anything nearly approaching the 
crowded terraces here for him. The fanatical fervour of 
fans supporting a team against the odds. This was an 
individual’s sport. Man against man. Miles and miles of 
zooming rubber being burnt off in pursuit of a champagne 
bucket at the finish line. None of the physical contact 
between players, especially between fans. 


Roy’s car bounced off the man in second, threatened to 
roll off the track. Screaming rubber tortured the vehicle 
back on to the straight, sent it into hot pursuit Three 
cars piled up, bashing and bucketing as they careened 
across the narrow curve... slammed through the heaped 
hay into the running crowds. An ambulance sirened its 
arrival. 


‘It’s bloody murder,’ Ned growled appreciatively. 
‘Bleedin’ great’ Bob said. 


Adam tried to control his hands. They were gigantic 
fists, by his sides, urging Roy to batter past his opponent 
Much as he hated to admit it, the thrill of the game had 
seeped through his flesh.., 


‘You’re lucky to be alive,’ Andy said as he withdrew his 
eyes from Lil’s gaping blouse. It didn’t do him any good 
trying to tell the bitch what his age was - she insisted on 
calling him ‘baby’. And kept asking if he was old enough 
to drink. 


‘Thanks, luv...Adam smiled, whispered, ‘Bend over 
more.’ 


Lil obliged. Waited until he started moving her bra 
aside to reach the nipples before knocking his hand off 
the receptive flesh. ‘Bastard,’ she joked. 


‘You’ve got knockers to make every other woman feel 
inadequate,’ Roy remarked. 


Lil pulsed strongly. ‘Say that to me after we close,’ 
she dared. 


‘He’s got a younger bird,’ Ned sarcastically added. ‘Not 
a scrubber... ’ 


Lil slopped Scotch on Ned’s lap, grinned her apologies 
and flounced back to the bar. 


‘Christ, can’t you leave her alone?’ Adam asked. 


‘Hell, she’s a bag!’ Ned remarked. 


Roy waited till his mates finished their discourse. 
Sharon’s hand in his suggested another rendezvous. Her 
finger speaking the silent language of lust. Her eyes flash- 
ing messages not even remotely connected with the table 
proceedings. He tingled. Expectantly. 


‘I'd hate to get bashed like, you did, Roy,’ Bob said. . 
‘It didn’t hurt,’ Roy replied. 


‘Christ, whatta scene,’ Adam enthused suddenly. ‘He 
had this bloke swipe him at eighty miles an hour, Man, 
the crash, and the way he got outta it! ’ 


‘I thought you’d bought it when you took that last 
bang,’ Andy said. 


‘I'd a-won if it hadn't been for that,’ Roy stated 
Sharon teased him some more. Her perfume filtered up 
his nostrils. Sent him crazy. He remembered the way she 
covered her naked flesh with the stuff. No matter where a 
guy stuck his nose there was that heady scent 
‘If only we could have some aggro... ’ 


Roy fixed Adam with his . penetrating gaze. ‘You'll 
have it plus,’ he guaranteed. 


‘Do we have to wear those silly clothes?’ Adam asked 
‘You’d stick out like a busted .thumb if you didn’t’ 
Roy said. ‘I’m tryin’ to get us in. Not set up a counter 
aggro before we can have a ball!’ 


‘| get it’ Andy declared enthusiastically. ‘If we’re part 
of ’em they won't suspect until we bash ‘em!’ He looked 
at his mates proudly. 


‘| still hate sheepskin coats,’ Adam said. 


‘You wouldn’t if you was a sheep,’ Sharon laughed, 
‘Oh, save me!’ Adam lamented. 


‘Come on, Roy...’ Sharon squeezed his hand again. 
‘Let’s go ...’ She propositioned with eyes next ‘I don’t 
want any more to drink. It makes me lazy...’ She 
winked. Fingered his palm. Rolled her eyes. Shook her 
hips. All provocatively. 


Adam sighed. Maybe he’d settle for Lil tonight. She 
had the tits. And* the ‘need-itness’... 


Roy got to his feet. Unsteadily. The day’s excitement 
had made him a sucker for liquor. A few belts of Scotch 
and he had rubber-legs. A liquid mind. An urge bigger 
than the Eiffel Tower. 


‘See you, Roy,’ Adam winked. 
‘Watch it, you sonofabitch!’ 


Sharon pulled at him. The last thing she wanted was 
a disruption of the mob’s compatibility. ‘Be a good boy, 
she told Andy and helped Roy through the door. 


‘Bleedin’ bitch,’ Andy said. 
‘She’s got it between her legs, though,’ Adam allowed. 


‘She'll have it there,’ Ned barked and started to con- 
centrate on Lil... 


r 


CHAPTER TEN 


Roy Baird took his chances and used his reinforced 
chassis as a battering ram, sending his main challenger 
spinning into the spectators. Gunning the motor, he 
skidded round the sharp bend, opened up to take the 
straight at a hundred plus. A red-topped vehicle followed. 
A driver out to grab off points. A bastard chasing the 
golden championship... 


Clinging to the wheel with grim determination, Roy 
steered wide at the next bend. He heard the mangling of 
jutting bumpers, the noise of contact. He screwed the car 
into a slow, slewing turn. His hands fought the pull of 
his opponent’s vehicle fighting to draw him off-course. 


Another car smashed right into them, sending both 
free. 


Roy’s teeth ached. His tail-bone felt shattered. Con- 
centrating on cutting out his opponent he took the curve 
too fast, started to roll. He braced, did everything right, 
waited until the car had turned over twice before he got 
the chance to feed petrol to it. By now he had lost the 
leadership. 


‘Bastards... bleedin’ bastards!’ 


Hitting the brake he screamed into the next bend. The 
car wanted to careen off course but he slammed his foot 
down and used the extra speed to make a tight turn. He 
burnt rubber, gunned the motor and fairly streaked in 
pursuit of his two main foes. 


‘FII pulverise ’em!’ 


The roar of engines nearby didn’t disturb him. One 
at a time. As long as they weren’t ahead of him he didn’t 
give a damn. The front-running duo battled for su- 
premacy. Red-top and blue. Formula One professionals. 
Using every skill in the book to get away with murder. 


Roy waited his chance. They had to clash soon. The 
race was about over. Somebody had to take the initiative 
and attempt the final fling with death. And Roy was 
there - just hanging back - ready to grab off the 
checkered flag. 


When it happened the speed almost was Roy’s undoing, 
too. He didn’t get a split-second to make preparations. 
His hands gripped the wheel, he braced and ... 


He heard metal grinding as he separated the pair, 
wheels spinning for traction. Red-top screwed aside, 
and in that fraction of time eyes moltenly accused. 


The blue-top bumped Roy’s special, and more metal 
caved in. Only the solid supports saved Roy. He had the 
advantage ... squeezing his enemy into the dirt... being 
dragged along as they locked... 


‘Bloody hell!’ Bob whispered. His hands oozed sweat, his 
face taut. 


Andy danced from foot to foot, excitement flushing his 
features, eyes bulging. He’d come for aggro - been caught 
up in the fever-pitch of the race itself. 


‘| think I’ve wet my knickers,’ Hilda said to nobody in 
particular. 


Sam Boyle grinned, slipped a hand on to her backside. 
‘| don’t care, Hilda.’ He felt reasonably safe. The others 
were too involved in the pit action to worry about his 
grope. 


‘Bleedin’ football ain’t got nothin’ like this,’ Adam 
mentioned as he forced his nerve-ends to relax. He had 
tried not to show the extent of his solidarity with events 
on the track. He wondered if he’d succeeded. 


Not far away, Oswald Dean took a fast nip from a 
hip-pocket flask and corked it slowly. Already, he could 
see huge profits. The name Stock Stop would be on every 
mouth after today. Just winning did not account for the 
glow on his mind. Now he had something to throw at 
Inspector Dunn. A legitimate investment and a sporting 
association. Not to mention all the little hot bits who’d 
clamour for an introduction to Roy Baird. Oh, yes he’d 
got it made. Personally. He could afford to let Sharon 
spend her energies in Roy’s bed. He’d have more than 
enough choice things warming his flesh! Begging him 
instead of the other way round. 


Coming from the pits, Roy’s gaze roved over his mates, 
switched to Oswald. He halted next to Adam first. ‘See if 
you can get ’em to load the heap,’ he said. 


‘You was bloody marvellous, Roy,’ Adam remarked, 
admiration shining from his penetrating eyes. ‘Christ 
when you rolled | thought you were a gonner!’ 


‘| wasn’t sure myself,’ Roy grinned. ‘Take care of 
things. | wanna talk to Dean.’ He waved to the others, 
moved through the crowd. People slapped his back, 
offered congratulations. He felt ten foot taller. 


‘The Stock Stop came through, eh?’ Dean said, 
it’ll need some work before next week,’ Roy men- 
tioned. ‘Can you get her whipped into shape?’ 


‘Bleedin’ right | can!’ Oswald chortled, offered his 
flask. ‘Pure Scotch... ’ 


An Asian wearing a dufflecoat, rubber boots and bright 
orange slacks tucked into the boots approached. His 


brown face beamed, his eyes dark welcome pools as he 
stuck out a hand to Roy. ‘Excellent driving, sir,’ he said 
with his peculiar inflection on the words. 


Roy ignored the hand, the man. Moving away he spoke 
to Oswald. ‘Can’t they keep the trash out of racing?’ 


The Asian lost his smile and dropped his hand. His 
eyes now surveyed Roy like they would a snake in some 
jungle in the sub-continent. 


‘Gooks,’ Roy said, rubbing it in. Almost nonchalantly 
he removed his crash-helmet and held it balanced in his 
right hand. 


Speaking to Oswald the Asian asked, ‘Is your friend 
always so rude?’ 


Before Oswald could effectively check Roy’s instan- 
taneous reaction the damage had been done. The helmet 
smashed into the handsome brown face. 


‘Oh, God ... ’ a woman'’s voice screamed. 


‘Get lost!’ Oswald hissed, making a beeline for the 
safety of a gent’s toilet sign. 


Roy grinned grimly, and, without a backward glance, 
strode off to the pits. 


‘Watch out, Roy!’ 


Like a well-trained soldier trapped behind enemy lines, 
Roy wheeled and kicked. His heavy racing boot caught 
an irate security man in the groin, his helmet again 
coming into action to ward off a blow from a second 
security guard. By then, Adam and Bob had leapt to his 
side. Their boots found targets with devastating regularity. 


‘Aggro! Up City!’ Andy dropped the trailer hitch and 
bolted into the melee. The wrench in his fist cut a wide 
swathe in the battling throng... 


‘A bunch of bloody maniacs,’ Oswald ranted as he lit a 
fag. ‘All my work gone for a bleedin’ burton!’ He glared 
at the Stock Stop ‘special’ - spat on the floor. ‘Why?’ he 
asked with face twisted in hate. ‘Why couldn’t you lot 
leave well enough be?’ 


Roy shrugged. He’d heard it all the way back to the 
shop. Seated next to Oswald in the van as the other raged 
and spluttered and vilified his ancestry. 


‘Jeeze, Oswald,’ Adam said from across the garage, 
‘Let it drop! We don’t like Pakkis.’ 


‘The bloke was an Asian gentleman,’ Oswald repeated 
for the tenth time. ‘A bloody sight more educated than 
your lot.’ 


Roy sighed, placed a finger against Dean’s chest and 
pushed. Pushed. Until Oswald’s spine curved over the 
battered car. ‘Give over,’ he snarled. ‘You do your thing 
an’ we'll do ours. If we bash a few hippies or Asians, 
that’s our business. We don’t tell you to stop having 
little girls, do we? We don’t say it’s wrong to handle hot 
cars, do we? So leave off what we do! And that’s final. 
Get me?’ 


Oswald blustered. ‘Who the hell gives you the right 
to tell me what... ?’ 


Roy smiled menacingly. ‘Yeah?’ His fist formed under 
the man’s chin. 


‘Ahh!’ Oswald thrust past, spat again. Stomping up- 
stairs he left them to enjoy the sight of his retreating back 
with its yellow streak... 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


A caution had as much sting for Roy Baird as a sus- 
pended sentence for a hardened criminal. The incident at 
the track had attracted national newspaper coverage and 
got one sporting journalist asking if stockcar racing was 
now to expect the same brand of hooliganism as football 
had known for a decade. Naturally, the authorities had 
been forced to bring Roy before the governing body. 
Thanks to skilled lying and the testimony of Oswald and 
Adam he got away with the caution. 


‘A bloody joke,’ Bob remarked as they sat drinking in 
the Crooked Fox that same night. ‘He tells ’em his nerves 
were shattered an’ they believed it! Cor, ain’t they dumb?’ 
‘| wouldn’t want to appear there a second time,’ Adam 
said miserably. 


‘Christ, hark at him!’ Roy snapped. ‘I was the one 
getting the heav-ho - not you, mate.’ 


‘| was speakin’ on your account,’ Adam added. 


‘Oh!’ Roy waved for Lil and slid a ‘oncer’ on to the 
table. ‘You guys can have all the aggro you want but I’m 
keepin’ my nose clean. They can’t blame me if me mates 
aren't civilised...’ He grinned, slapped Adam’s 
shoulder. ‘Did you hear that old bastard sayin’ what a 
terrible example we were to British public relations?’ 
‘Yeah! An’ him a bloody Colonel Blimp! ’ 


Roy told the mob: ‘He probably had six or seven wogs 
Slavin’ for him in Africa. Laying all those darky bitches. 


Lots of bastards half-and-half runnin’ wild in the jungle. 
An’ he blamed me!’ 


Ned leant back towards Lil as she bent over the table. 
His hand raced up her inside thigh unchecked. 


‘FII twist "em off you if you don’t stop it,’ Lil said 
without looking round. 


Ned laughed, removed his hand. ‘How about a bit 
tonight Lil?’ 


‘You couldn’t do nothin’ for me,’ she replied. 
‘I’ve done... ’ Ned started to say. 


‘Save me from the cave-man’s wild dreams,’ Lil re- 
sponded. ‘You ain’t ever had a bird yet who wasn’t after 
your mates for satisfaction right away.’ She grinned at 
the flustered Ned, kept the change and walked off, 


‘God, she’s in a vile mood!’ 
‘So'm |,’ Adam remarked. 


Roy sampled his White Horse and nodded pleasure. 
‘I've noticed that,’ he said. ‘Care to tell us why?’ 
‘Bloody coloured family’s moved in across the street!’ 
Bob glowered, lit a gasper from his tin of home-rolled 
specials. He liked the makings with crushed menthol 
scattered through it ‘Is that all? Hell, we can chew ’em 
up!’ 

‘Somebody already tried an’ the fuzz have been callin’ 
at every house. They got my old man an’ warned him if 
| was caught annoyin’ "em they’d send me up! ’ 


‘That doesn’t apply to us, though,’ Roy told him. “You 
get an alibi set up. We'll burn them out!’ 


Sam snorted. ‘You can’t bum ‘em! That’s arson. ..’ 
‘A little fire won’t kill them,’ Roy insisted. ‘l'Il get 
some oil-soaked rags from Dean’s. We can shove ’em 
through the letter-box.’ 


‘They did that up North an’ killed a few kids,’ Ned 
reminded. ‘Let’s just do ’em. | don’t wanna face a 
murder charge.’ 


‘Me neither,’ Sam said vehemently. 


‘You're just bloody scared,’ Roy accused, l'Il do it 
myself if that’s how you feel.’ 


‘Listen to ’em, Roy,’ Adam pleaded. 


‘Yeller bellies make me sick to my stomach,’ Roy 
answered with typical American disdain. 


‘You make me sick,’ Adam snarled. ‘This isn’t your 
fight It’s mine. I’m not havin’ our street turned into 
a California ghetto but | won’t put up with your tactics!’ 
Sam stared in amazement. Ned gasped. And Bob 
laughed. ‘Now I’ve heard it all,’ he guffawed. ‘You’ve 
been readin’ library books again!’ 


Adam quirked his lips and ashamedly stuck out his 
hand to Roy. ‘Sorry, mate. | got carried away.’ 


Roy nodded coldly. ‘Okay!’ He shook briefly, eyes 
flat and hooded, I’m still goin’ to give them some bad 
medicine!’ 


It was dark. A single street-light burned at the end of 
the road where the dangerous intersection required illumi- 
nation. A few bedroom windows had the faint glow 
behind heavy curtains that said people were still awake or 
engaging in those activities bedrooms were meant to ful- 
fil. 

From the hedge surrounding Adam’s home Roy 
watched the new arrivals go through their abode turning 
off lights. 


In the plastic carrybag at his feet he had his supplies 
rags soaked in oil, a tin of paraffin and three tapers. 


A panda car had made its rounds not less than thirty 
minutes previously so there was nothing to fear there. 
A drunk had staggered along the street shortly after that 
but he had long since weaved out of sight. And, what 
amused him most, was the fact that nobody had stirred in 
the Hutton household for more than two hours. 


Wouldn’t Adam get a shock when he discovered that 
Roy had sheltered in his front garden? 


The bedroom light across the street blazed momen- 
tarily, switched off. A silence descended over the neigh- 
bourhood. Hands dug into pockets, Roy waited for an- 
other fifteen minutes. He knew exactly what to do, and 
in the precise order, too. He’d scouted the district. When 
he sent his flaming message through their letter-box he’d 
take off for the telephone kiosk. And he’d checked to 
make sure it worked. No sense trying to dial 999 ona 
kiosk the vandals had ransacked. 


The seconds slipped away with agonising slowness. 
Then... 


He hurried across the street, dug the rags from his 
carryall. Pouring paraffin over them he stuffed each into 
the box. Next, letting the tapers get well and truly covered 
in the paraffin slops he capped the tin, replaced it in 
the plastic bag. He didn’t intend to make the mistake of 
leaving evidence with fingerprints for the police to find. 


He lit the first taper, held the flap of the letter-box open 
and dropped it in. He peered through the slot, heard a 
hiss, a fizzle . . . nothing else. No flames. Nothing. He 
grunted, He’d expected this which was why he’d brought 
three tapers. He lit the second, eased it into the hall 
behind the front door. Almost immediately fire exploded 
upwards and singed his eyebrows. 


He laughed softly. The third taper wasn’t needed and 
that went in with the tin. 


He ran down the path, down the street, into the next 
road to the telephone kiosk. He dialed 999, got through to 
the fire department fast Once he had finished giving the 
data he uncorked the paraffin tin, sprinkled it over the 
kiosk and used his last taper to ignite the running liquid. 


What a night’s work, he thought as he ambled off into 
the night. Behind him, a kiosk blazed. And farther away, 
fire slowly consumed a house... 


‘I’m sick!’ Adam said as he munched a sandwich. ‘Hell, 
ain’t nothin’ worse than fire! ’ 


Roy sat silently nursing his Scotch. He could sense the 
accusing stares from Bob and Sam but they had no proof. 
Just strong suspicions. 


‘Thank God the engines got there fast,’ Adam said. 
‘Christ - they’ve got eight kids! ’ 

‘All on Social Security,’ Roy interrupted. 

‘So what?’ Adam growled, pushing his unfinished 


sandwich aside. He gulped his drink, called, ‘Same again, 
Lil - an’ make it snappy, eh!’ 


‘Anybody hurt?’ Sam asked. . 


‘One fireman got singed... ’ Adam’s gaze concentrated 
on Roy’s eyebrows. ‘What happened to you, mate?’ 


Roy blinked, conscious of the missing hair. ‘Did myself 
an injury lightin’ a fag!’ he lied. 

‘Or firing a house?’ Ned wanted to know, 
‘I’m not stupid,’ Roy bluffed. 


‘The coppers aren’t stupid, either,’ Adam warned. 
‘They've been askin’ questions all day. They found traces 
of paraffin in our garden...’ He stared straight at Roy. 
‘Funny how the fire-raiser picked me to knacker!’ 


‘Look, are we here discussing a fire or nickin’ a few 
cars for Oswald?’ Roy asked, bored stiff with their atti- 
tude. 


‘I’m not gettin’ mixed up with that until they find the 
arsonist,’ Adam declared. ‘The fuzz are watchin’ me!’ 
‘They'll be watchin’ your mates, too,’ Ned voiced 
thoughtfully. 


Roy slumped low in his chair. He hadn’t considered 
that possibility. What with Adam coming directly here 
and Inspector Dunn knowing they were together in the 
Stock Stop it wouldn’t be stretching imagination too far 
to expect his name on the list of those with a motive. 
‘You cutting out, Roy?’ Sam asked nastily. 
Straightening, Roy levered himself from the chair. A 
leader had to show an example, he thought ‘I’m going 
after a Rover...’ 


‘Good luck, mate,’ Ned said over his shoulder. 
‘An’ | ain’t sharin’ the spoils,’ Roy quipped. 


‘Keep ’em,’ Adam replied quietly. ‘They won’t buy 
much in the nick!’ 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


MAD ARSONIST STARTS RACE WAR 
Fire-bug strikes again 


A second fire broke out in an immigrant household 
last night causing alarm and racial disharmony in a 
district which has, until recently, enjoyed good relation- 
ships between the communities. 


Fortunately, nobody was hurt although the property 
suffered serious damage. 


The first notification of fire came from an anony- 
mous telephone caller who refused to give his name on 
request. Fire department officials believe this is the 
same person responsible for the fire which made the 
West Indian family at 165 Yorkville Street homeless. 


Inspector Dunn, in charge of investigations, had 
this to say: ‘Our arsonist is a maladjusted teenager, 
without a doubt. Everything points to this. We believe 
he is one ofa gang of skinheads who have terrorised 
the area for many years.’ 


This newspaper deplores those who take the law 
into their own hands. Whilst admitting there is a 
problem of inadequate housing it is not for the irres- 
ponsible individual to decide on a course of action 
that jeopardises the individual and places children in 
extreme danger. 


The moment has come for all law-abiding citizens to 
stand up and be counted amongst those who honestly 


believe that every man, woman and child legally 
admitted to this country has the right to buy a home, 
have a job and the security of law and order. This is 
your chance to eliminate the lawless element that has 
brought disgrace to our sporting heritage with soccer 
violence and is now threatening the fabric of our 
society by endangering innocent children with the most 
horrible fate of all - fire! 


Roy twisted the newspaper and flung it aside. Those 
bleedin’ hearts, he thought viciously. He grinned then. It 
had been - in his estimation - a stroke of genius to have 
a second fire. Well away from Adam’s house. They could 
not blame his mate for that! Nor would they get the 
finger on him. He’d covered his tracks. He’d nicked the 
rags from a hot car. The paraffin from one of those slot- 
machine outlets. He’d worn gloves for every bit of the 
aggro and left the tin and rags he hadn't used for the fuzz 
to worry about. 


If they didn’t bleedin get off Adam’s back he’d have 
a third blaze. A real dandy! One he wouldn't give a 
warning over! 


He remembered some of the antics the gang used to 
get up to in California. Especially after the Watts affair. 
They’d given the coloureds something to think about. 


He sighed. What took place in America and what was 
reasonably right in Britain bore no relationship one with 
the other. Cruelty came naturally to Americans. They 
didn’t have a history of gentleness. They’d been brought 
up with violence no more than a block away. Or with 
marauding Injuns ready to claim another scalp. Not that 
he blamed the Redskins. Most of them had been given the 
boot for believing a Yankee President’s promise. 


Funny that he thought. | hate Asians, Pakistanis, 
blacks from Africa or the West Indies, long-hairs of every 


type. Yet, surprisingly, | can’t feel anything bad for 
Redskins. Why? And why not Mexicans? We had a few 
Mexican-Americans in our gang . . . Real hellions they 
had been! 


Ah, to hell with it... 


He zipped his jacket with the Stock Stop insignia sewn 
to the upper right sleeve. Oswald had done him real 
proud - after a series of devastating arguments and a few 
solid threats. They’d settled their differences. Got to 
working out a new agreement. Even one including 
Oswald’s near-sacred contacts in the Big Smoke. Those 
mysterious underworld figures with fingers in a dozen 
Continental pies. They’d been hard-headed bastards to 
deal with but they’d seen sense eventually. Given Oswald 
orders to nick fifty per cent more than his normal quota. 


God, money would soon be rolling in! 


He wouldn’t quit being a skinhead, though. He enjoyed 
that. Loved the thrill of aggro, the sense of belonging 
that his hair-style and Saturday dress gave. He pitied 
those silly bastards who took notice of the fuzz and 
changed to a smooth approach, or the dead suedehead 
mode. He couldn’t see either. If skinheads were the orig- 
inators then why the hell differ? No sense, no feeling he 
supposed! 


When he got outdoors the sun shone, a warming breeze 
tickled his ass. He wished to hell he had a baseball mitt 
and somebody to pitch a few curves at him. His foot 
didn’t itch. He had never been a soccer enthusiast. He 
liked the aggro on the terraces. Sometimes the skill down 
on the field. But, mostly, he got bored with bad play. All 
that ref-baiting, showmanship and hysterics to prove that 
£250,000 did buy a superstar’s abilities left him cold. He 
enjoyed the man-machine combination that beat other 
men-machines in personal, skilled combat. A sport in 


which a man risked real injury. Life even. And the op- 
portunity to prove he deserved the crowd’s applause and 
not a fraction blinded by publicity blurbs sold in advance 
of action. 


Give or take a few years he reckoned the majority of 
British sportsmen would seek new venues for their off- 
time excitement Like stockcar racing, speedway racing, 
speed and machine combinations. 


He spotted a fuzz checking doorways and grinned. 
What did a small Yale lock mean to a dedicated crook? 
All the screaming about double locks and bolts got the 
fuzz nowhere. Little-minded shopkeepers still clung to 
old-fashioned ideas and left themselves wide-open to at- 
tack Night or day. And a hefty increase in their insurance 
coverage. 


He should worry! If it wasn’t for those self same idiots 
he wouldn’t have a car to nick And he had one on order. 
A Rover automatic. Blue, if possible. But cream or sand 
would do. Wanted for a villain in Holland. Ready for 
shipment to Iran. He knew the route, the procedure. Once 
he nicked the car Oswald would be on the blower to 
London. Inside an hour a contact would be behind the 
wheel and speeding to Harwich and the Hook. With false 
papers! And a sexy driver to blind the customs men ... 


An hour later he was still without a possible. The only 
Rover coming close to specifications had a Krooklok 
gadget affixed to its steering wheel. That had put paid to 
his enthusiasm. He didn’t tangle with those kind of aids. 


This should be a combined effort, he thought for the 
fifth time. Finding one special vehicle isn’t like looking 
for an easy mark. It’s a lengthy business. A boring bloody 
job! 

He blamed Adam for the mob’s indifference. For their 
suspicions. Christ, hadn’t he covered his tracks by now? 


Those other fires had been non-personal. Not even re- 
motely connected with Adam’s neighbours! 


Suddenly... 
His eyes flashed excitement! 


He approached the car, bent to tie his shoelace. He 
grinned at the pavement Bootlace sounded better. But 
he didn’t have a lace. Who cared? Nobody beyond ten 
yards could tell the difference. He straightened, staggered 
a little - getting a fast glance inside the vehicle. No 
gadgets or burglar-proof aids. No keys to make it simple. 
But the side-window was half-open. 


‘It’s a blue body for a blue baby,’ he thought 


His arm streaked inside the window, unlocked the 
door. Once behind the steering wheel he jumped the 
ignition and within fifteen seconds - not more - he had 
the engine growling for a fast getaway. 


‘What a perfect rack!’ 


It even had a radio. He listened to a news roundup as 
he gathered speed...: 


Inspector Dunn watched the performance with an ever- 
critical gaze. He liked the youth’s style. Very professional. 
Smooth as silk and fast as diarrhoea. Only one blot 
marked the copybook theft - Baird really should have 
scouted the land ahead a bit more carefully. 


Dunn felt exceedingly pleased with his scheme. Three 
expensive cars belonging to police officers left in various 
stages of stealability. None too easily nicked, mind you. 
That would arouse the suspicions of an old pro. But all 
somehow attractive propositions for a hit-and-take 
merchant 


‘All right, man,’ Dunn growled impatiently. ‘Follow 
him!’ 


The police driver grinned, expertly slid into the mini- 
mum traffic of the suburban neighbourhood. He stayed 
well back, just about keeping the blue Rover in sight. 


‘Don’t stay too far in the rear,’ Dunn advised. ‘He’s an 
experienced driver. If he gets wise to us he could make 
you wish you’d never boasted about an advanced certi- 
ficate.’ 


The driver grunted, brought the unmarked police 
vehicle up within twenty yards of the thief. He didn’t 
agree with the inspector but his was not to question but 
only to obey. 


‘When he enters the Stock Stop go past before you try 
to let me out,’ the inspector warned. ‘I want them making 
the deal...’ 


An inner glow permeated the dedicated officer. He had 
promised himself Oswald Dean’s head on a platter and, 
by God, his ambition was within grasp. The study he’d 
made of the incidence of car thefts was about to bring 
rich rewards. All along he’d had the feeling he would 
catch Dean with the goods. Now...’ 


‘| think he’s spotted us, sir!’ 
Dunn leant forward. ‘Don’t let him get away!’ 


Gritting his teeth, the driver went in pursuit He had 
more to contend with than merely keeping Baird’s vehicle 
within reasonable distance. He had the inspector’s dis- 
turbing presence and the fear of what would happen to 
his career if he failed.., 


When he noticed the other car on his tail Roy didn’t 
worry unduly. At least, not for a few blocks. Then, he 
began to observe. And go through the motions of shaking 
off an unwelcome pest. When that ended with the second 
car sticking like proverbial glue he got his first twinge 
of dread. 


This wasn’t just a neighbour. Of that he felt sure. There 
were two of them in the shadow and, from a fleeting 
glimpse, he could have sworn that one was none other 
than Inspector Dunn. If he was right... 


He put his foot down, zipped in and out of the traffic 
flow. Weaving illegally from lane to lane he stole a march 
and nipped across a changing light at a busy intersection. 


‘Fuzz!’ he thought immediately the other car did ex- 
actly the same trick. 


‘Okay, you bastards!’ he said over the radio’s noise. 
‘Hang on to your seat belts... Here we go!’ 


Dread had subtly altered to elation. The thrill of a 
chase more than compensated for any horrific thoughts 
associated with capture. He was too good a driver to let 
some half-baked fuzz catch him. In his opinion the only 
men capable of even keeping him in sight were racing 
experts. 


A huge lorry trundled slowly down a narrow side-street. 
Obviously the operator had lost his way. Roy grinned; 
gunned the Rover and scraped past with half his width on 
the pavement. Bloody giants! No right to be on the roads! 


He screamed round the comer, scowled as he spotted 
the police car repeat his dodge. He still didn’t accept the 
fuzz driver as an equal but he grudgingly admitted the 
guy had guts. And a certain brand of skill. 


The High Street’s slow-moving tangle looked impos- 
sible to negotiate but it didn’t worry Roy. Horn blasting, 
he sliced in on the kerb-side, ran the gamut of traffic with 
two wheels on the pavement. More than once some old 
biddy narrowly missed becoming a statistic. A few kids 
deliberately danced in front of him, flinging themselves 
aside when they suddenly realised he was not going to 
give way for their stupid antics. 


A points-duty copper waved him down, jumped for 
safety when he zoomed past into the next crawl. 


The radio started broadcasting music and he jabbed at 
it with mounting anger. He hadn’t shaken his tail yet! 


He checked the petrol guage. Almost a full tank. The 
other dashboard instruments were working perfectly, the 
engine purring beautifully. He liked the feel of the car, 
it^ handling. Headlights on full he speeded along a town 
exit road, intent now on getting the wide-open spaces be- 
tween him and the shadow. He didn’t give a shit where 
he went, how long it took. It was like a race. A rally with 
every checkpoint looming up with frightening regularity 
and the opposition tagging along tight on the rear bumper. 


Sixty... seventy... eighty... ninety... 


The Rover rocked as he took a comer at top. He loved 
the pull of gravity, the centrifugal force trying to spin the 
vehicle off the curve’s rim. 


‘Now catch me... ’ 


He branched off the A-trunk road on to a motorway. 
The speedometer needle climbed... made the ton... and 


more. He watched the exits closely. He had to time his 
departure to the split-second. The police car had the 
legs of him and he began to curse the Rover’s automatic 
gearshift, its un-souped engine. He wanted to wheel along 


in excess of 150 mph. Couldn’t.+ This job wasn’t made for 
on-track performances. 


He slowed slightly to let the following vehicle catch his 
dirt. Everything depended now on his skill. His nerves. 
He counted patiently as the warning markers slashed off 
the exit distances. Three...two...one... There was 
the diversion of motorway from exit. 


The Rover bounced and jarred as its tyres hit the raised 
triangle, the studs. He slewed down the gradient. Spun 
round the sharp bend with the ‘end of motorway’ sign 
vanishing in a twinkle. He hit the bridge, made the round- 
about by cutting off a dump-lorry. Swung back on to the 
motorway going in a reverse direction... 


His hopes soared. He’d done it. The fuzz were still 
putting distance between them going the wrong way! 


The only thing he’d forgotten was two-way radio com- 
munications ... 


He heard the whine of tyres even as he zoomed by the 
patrol hump. Caught the white-sided bastard hitting the 
lane with lights blazing... 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Oswald Dean sweated out the chase. His small break- 
down van seldom played an important role in the Stock 
Stop's activities but, occasionally, Oswald would have a 
Cuppa in it and tune-in the police wavelength on his two- 
way set Just something to keep him interested as he 
sipped tea. 


He didn’t need names to know who was driving the 
stolen blue Rover. He’d supplied the list that day to Roy. 


‘Christ’ he suddenly thought spilling tea down his 
coveralls, ‘What happens if the big-boys have heard this!’ 
There was no answer to that. None was expected from 
his brain. 


He listened with increasing worry. Thank God the 
bastard hadn’t brought the car to his shop. But what if 
he got into a sticky situation and decided to cry for help? 
He wanted to shut the outside doors. Didn’t. That would 
be a gold-plated invitation for Dunn to do him. 


To hell with Baird! 


He smeared tea into the grease and climbed from the. 
van leaving the radio blaring. He couldn’t concentrate. 
The Stock Stop ‘Special’ sat accusingly over the pit He’d 
been working on it between serving straight clients. And 
buying one load of exhausts that had just happened to 
fall off a lorry. 


Sharon Gordon entered. 


‘Get out!’ Oswald roared. “That bastard Baird’s in 
trouble! Listen... ’ 


Sharon strained her ears, heard the latest reports of the 
tremendous chase that was now involving six police cars. 
‘He’s done for,’ Oswald mentioned. 


Sharon smiled. ‘If he contacts you tell him I’m at home 
waitin’... ’ 

‘Stupid cow!’ Oswald retorted. ‘Don’t get yourself 
mixed up in this one!’ 


She glared, raced hands down her thighs. ‘Tell him to 
ditch the car an’ l'Il provide an alibi.’ 


Oswald couldn’t believe it. What the hell did Baird 
have that she raved about it? He’d pleased her every time 
she felt in the need for sex until Roy came on their scene. 
Now she couldn’t get enough of the bastard’s love- 
making. ‘You're nuts,’ Oswald told her. 


‘And you're one helluva friend!’ she replied tartly. 
‘He’s made you bread. Lots of bread. ’ 


‘So what? Am | supposed to stick my bloody neck out 
‘cause he gets clobbered?’ 


Sharon had an idea, hesitated to mention it to Oswald. 
She could clearly see what was uppermost in his limited 
mentality - personal safety. Yet - Roy needed mates 
now! ‘Can you get Adam and Ned and Sam and Bob?’ 
Dean frowned. ‘Why?’ he asked suspiciously. 


‘They could nick some cars an’ blow the fuzz’s trap!’ 
Oswald thought about it, elaborating on her initial 
notion. It had possibilities. A bunch of crazed teenagers 
messing up the coppers’ blockade. He liked it even if, in 
some ways, it meant a write-off to all his grand schemes 
to operate a car-stealing ring for many years to come. 


‘What the hell,’ he said aloud. ‘The ring’s kaput now, 
Dunn’s got his bleedin’ teeth in an’ he won't let go!’ 
Sharon ignored the ‘Special’. Her gaze lit on two half- 
finished respray jobs. ‘Are they driveable?’ 


‘You haven't got a licence...' 

‘I’m not goin’ to drive,’ she snapped. 
‘Yeah, they are! So what?’ 

‘Let’s round-up the mob!’ 


Oswald jumped into a Mini after ripping masking tape 
from its windows. Sharon was already seated - impatient 
to put her plan into top gear. ‘Where first?’ Dean asked. 


‘Adam’s house!’ She reclined against the upholstery. 
Her agile mind worked at top speed. She wished they had 
the police calls in the Mini Everything depended on how 
long Roy could keep the chase going.., 


The net had closed considerably in the past fifteen 
minutes, Roy reckoned. He’d been damned lucky so far. 
When that last fuzz had erupted from a side-street he’d 
practically decided to throw in the sponge. Only sheer 
determination had made him hold on to the slim chance 
of getting far enough away to ditch the bloody Rover and 
make his escape on foot. 


He didn’t enjoy being cooped up in the town’s en- 
virons. He preferred the motorways, the speedways. But 
the Rover wasn’t a powerhorse. It had the heels of most 
cars but not the specially tuned fuzz wagons. What he 
really wanted was a model worthy of road-battle. A heap 
with turbine-propulsion. Or even just supercharged to 
the N-th degree. Like the way his ‘Special’ had been 
made. 


A car swung from a driveway, almost blocked his pro- 
gress. He swerved, cut up a lawn and careened back on 


to the macadam. 


‘I’m done for... ’ He jabbed at the radio push-button 
controls viciously. The sound of his own voice annoyed 
the hell out of him. He loathed this sensation of hopeless- 
ness. Everything he could possibly do had been done. 
He’d proved what a skilled driver he was but even that 
prowess had not been enough to bring him the safe, com- 
fortable measure of security he felt he needed. 


‘ ... interrupting to bring you a news flash,’ the an- 
nouncer said. 


Roy strained to hear as he kept his attention on the 
road ahead. 


‘The police advise motorists to avoid the town centre 
and all roads leading into it. A stolen vehicle is being pur- 
sued and it is felt that the driver of this will not yield to 
oncoming traffic if he is cornered. So - if you want to 
avoid a serious accident please pull into the side and 
await further bulletins from this station... ’ 


He left the radio on. Maybe he could get some infor- 
mation ... 


Adam didn’t have Roy’s experience of high-speed 
driving nor his mate’s fearless expertise in handling a 
situation like this. But he did have guts. And that, was 
what counted most at the moment 


Oswald’s urgent plea backed by Sharon’s accusations 
had made him lend his support to what was, in his 
opinion, a bloody silly plan. 


He cut from the residential street into the main road. 
Some cars were drawn up at the kerbs, drivers just sitting 
there watching what was happening. He didn’t get it. 
Normally, the street was crawling with impatient motor- 
ists all honking and inching forward to make time. 


He caught a flash of blue wheeling into the few remain- 
ing cars on the road. He smiled and eased the Bentley 
towards the centre lane. He held its speed to twenty until 
the Rover screamed past Then... 


He heard the bells, saw the flashing lights in his rear- 
view mirror. He yanked the wheel, cut directly across the 
panda’s path...; 


Roy silently thanked the Bentley’s driver and unwittingly 
took the next avenue bringing him to yet another check- 
point ... 


It was all Ned could do to steer a car in a straight line 
but when Sharon had outlined her idea he hadn’t welched 
on his wager to help his mates. He’d taken a big chance 
and grabbed the old man’s ignition keys and climbed into 
the family saloon. Now, he waited. 


And watched - as the radio gave the latest information 
on the spectacular chase through the town’s streets. 


‘Bleedin’ genius!’ Ned allowed as the Rover belted 
down the avenue. Not far behind a panda followed - 
gaining as it took a short-cut from the side-street where 
it had been stationed. 


The Rover whipped past, the panda getting into its 
stride. 


Ned clenched his teeth, gave the saloon all it had under 
the bonnet and rammed the panda. He felt the sickening 
jar of metal meeting metal, the uncontrolled forward 
surge that bashed his head against the dashboard. He 
heard the panda’s tyres whine as they clawed for traction 
and then he saw the slow-motion roll-over... 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Gearing down for a sharp turn, Roy heard the slow 
grinding of something enormous just as he reached the 
bend. Then... Lumbering like some mythical giant the 
huge, tilting crane jerked from a building site as two 
workmen frantically waved red flags and tried to make 
Roy stop. 


Not far behind, another police car tore rubber as it - 
too - slowed for the comer. 


Roy saw the slim chance, sweated out the terrible 
seconds between decision and accomplishment... 


The first workman spun aside, bounced off the crane. 
The second darted crazily for safety - flag hitting the dirt 
immediately in front of the Rover. 


Nothing could halt the crane. Its momentum carried it 
those torturous yards aero® the street even with brakes 
jammed on hard. Its boom creaked, dipped and swayed. 
Its operator gesturing with near-demented astonishment 


The Rover shot forward, slewed at the vital moment, 
pranged a wing and... 


Roy felt the car gather speed, wheels churning mud in 
wild abandonment He whooshed air from his hot lungs - 
and grinned. He could hear the awful sound of metal 
crashing against stronger metal. God help those poor 
bastards! 


From the top of the wall the Rover was practically hidden 
between the cars flanking it in the parking lot To hell 


with the shouting car park attendant, Roy thought as he 
vaulted the wall, dashed down the street into a vehicle- 
free shopping precinct. He’d made it - thanks to some 
bloody-minded drivers and the crane! 


Now what though? 


He wasn’t dumb. If the fuzz had picked him up so soon 
after nicking the Rover it meant they’d had a stake-out 
And had seen him! That was the important aspect. Seen 
him. Had him ready for the high-jump and a load of 
bloody porridge. 


Unless he had a cast-iron alibi... 


The telephone kiosk beckoned like a beacon for Drake. 
He set sail called Oswald. The Stock Stop's owner would 
have suggestions. He’d worked his miracles against the 
fuzz for many years. Now he could give away a few of 
his secrets. 


‘Bleedin’ maniac,’ Dean snarled in his ear. ‘We’ve been 
doin’ our nuts to get you clear!’ 


Suddenly, Roy knew. Those wild-men driving cars ... 
‘The gang?’ he asked softly. 


‘Adam and Ned and Sam. Sharon’s got it goin’... ’ 
‘Christ! ’ Roy felt at a loss for words. 


‘Where’s the car?’ 

‘In a lot-why?’ 

‘You didn’t wipe off your prints, did you?’ 
‘Hell’s bells, | didn’t have time! ’ 

‘Can you get back there without bein' seen?’ 
‘Maybe - if | hurry.’ 

‘Bum the thing!’ 

‘Then what?’ 


‘Sharon’s got it all set up. You an’ her... ’ 


Roy grinned. Oswald couldn’t bring himself to satisfy 
his foe. Couldn’t say they were at it when the chase was 
on. ‘Okay, Oswald,’ he said, l'Il set light to the Rover 
an’ skip across to Sharon’s.’ 


‘An’ don’t come near me for a week if you get away 
with this!’ 


Roy dropped the phone, let it dangle and slap against 
the kiosk’s side. He didn’t give a damn now. Within an 
hour he’d be thumbing his nose at the fuzz... 


The attendant had his attention occupied with a young 
woman wearing a mini-dress who insisted on getting from 
her Cortina and going through a shoulder-bag for the 
right change. Even at this distance, Roy could see the 
attendant’s face worrying between a hold-up at his gate 
and appreciation of the legs standing before him. 


‘Bleedin’ bastard ain’t worth showin’ the joys to,’ Roy 
thought as he nipped across the lot to the Rover. 


Luckily, the same cars offered shelter and he bent, 
opened the petrol-tank filler, tossed it aside. He did the 
same to the flanking cars. If he wanted a real conflagra- 
tion then it had to include all three. Make it too hot to 
handle if the fuzz and firemen arrived on the scene fast. 


He found some rags in the Rover, twisted them into 
tapers and stuck one in each of the filler-holes. The 
Rover’s owner had been an inveterate pipe smoker. Or so 
the tin of tobacco, spare pipe and can of lighter fuel sug- 
gested. Roy pocketed the tobacco and pipe. He enjoyed 
the occasional drag and suck between cigarettes. He 
broke open the fuel and sprinkled it on the three rags. All 
of it. 


The mini-dressed woman had gone. Another woman 
was in her place - heavy and officious and waiting im- 


patiently for the attendant to get change from his bag. 


Roy grinned, lit a match and set fire to the rags. As the 
rags flared he leapt the wall into the street for the second 
time. Took off at a trot... 


He’d gone about fifty yards when the first tank ex- 
ploded. Quickly followed by the others. He looked back. 
Flames soared, curling acrid smoke into the air. The 
area was already sheeting orange-red, spreading and 
bursting asunder as other cars caught the ‘scene’ and 
blasted apart in sympathy. 


‘Jesus!’ Roy paled slightly, took off at a run. 


The insurance boys wouldn’t let go of this one over- 
night. They’d be worse than the fuzz. Already, some ten 
grands’ worth of transport blazed. 


‘The hell with Oswald,’ he said and started to put miles 
between the blaze and Sharon’s burning thighs... 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Inspector Dunn swore to himself and swiped an inno- 
cent fly as it unwittingly landed on his desk. The ‘rocket’ 
from above lay on the desk beside the dead fly. A lot of 
questions were being asked. The Police Federation had 
been active, too. Wanting to know the extent of the sup- 
posed-cordon thrown round the town once detailed data 
had been assessed and why a certain inspector had 
thought it advisable to continue the chase at risk to those 
concerned. 


A file containing the results of an intensive investiga- 
tion nestled inside a drawer. Out of sight but never out 
of mind! Three officers hospitalised, two others off-duty 
for a week, one forced to take a desk job resulting from 
injuries received. And for what? Nothing. Not a single 
arrest. Not one iota of proof... 


It galled him to know the identity of the man respon- 
sible for it all. Roy Baird! He’d seen the scoundrel steal 
that Rover. So had another policeman. Yet, in court, 
their eye-witness evidence could be put down to police 
bias, persecution. Baird had a witness to testify how he 


Dunn - had almost threatened an ‘innocent’ customer 
within the Stock Stop's confines. 


‘I’ve handled this all wrong,’ Dunn said aloud to the 
dead fly and brushed it into the wastepaper basket. Like 
he did his former tactics. He had to prove he’d been right. 
Had to now that those above were demanding more than 
explanations. 


Why they - the police - always had to be one hundred 
per cent sure before entering a courtroom sometimes tied 
his hands. He knew the law had to be upheld in all its 
many and varied aspects. Including the premise a'man 
was innocent until the judge and jury said otherwise. But 
there was this question of the obviously guilty getting 
away with everything - men who were almost too clever 
in covering their tracks for the police to find evidence on 
them. 


Taking the file from his desk, Dunn sat back and began 
to read. Not for the first time, either. Nor the tenth. Now, 
however, he searched the reports and statements with a 
new-found intent. He wasn’t looking for the painfully 
obvious untruth. He was seeking a slightly shielded lie. 
One of those misleading ‘facts’ an officer accepted as 
gospel. Something that when turned over in the light 
revealed crawling suspicions. 


He began with the burning Rover and the seven other 
vehicles in that particular conflagration. The Rover had 
been a write-off as far as clues were concerned. A shell fit 
for some gigantic crusher, not a police laboratory. 


He continued to the Stock Stop, and Oswald Dean’s 
denial of complicity. To Sharon Gordon’s pad where the 
officers had uncovered her nakedly entertaining their 
prime suspect, Roy Baird. In bed! And, according to 
witnesses in the building, the pair had been actively en- 
gaged in doing what came naturally to young people for 
the better part of two hours. 


He stared at the ceiling, trying to remember a book 
title he’d read once. Something about ‘Marathon Murder’ 
... God, it would have been murder for him to attempt a 
two-hour marathon with a female! Even those brief mari- 
tal encounters left him gasping these days. What wouldn't 
he give for youth’s current stamina! For the permissive 


attitude of the girls! In his young days it took an awful 
lot of guile and coaxing to get a hand under a skirt let 
alone bare those lovely thighs... 


With a start he realised he’d let himself get side- 
tracked. It hurt - way inside where sexual desire still 
resided - to think he had missed out during his young 
years. Not his men today, though. They got it off with 
this or that bitch plying her trade for beef money. Or with 
one of those scrubbers working in an office all day and 
wondering what she has to do at night to buy a few fan- 
tasy dreams supplied by a pimple-faced pusher. Young 
coppers weren't always die paragons of virtue they should 
be. 


Back to the facts, sir... 
Speculation only gets you worked up for nothing! 


He rustled the file, forced his mind to forget erotic 
images. 


The witnesses... 


Three of them. Authenticated. Verified. Not one ever 
processed through C.R.O. All - at face value - able to 
sway a jury and convince a judge the police were hooting 
up a blind alley. Yet... 


He scribbled a note. Check these three out again. Start 
with attitudes to the police, try them for membership of 
clubs and, finally, get a list of all their associates. Check 
the associates and their connections. Break them down. 


Another item went on to the scratch pad. Find out if 
anyone can remember Roy Baird wearing the clothes we 
saw him wearing when he stole the Rover. 


That bit made him wild. And had made the police legal 
advisor see him as an ogre. If only they could locate the 
lad’s gear. Until then... 


A knock at the door snapped him back to the present 
‘Come in...’ he called, closed the file and returned it to 
his desk Out of sight again but never out of mind! 


‘Two out... men on second and third .. . top of the 
ninth and the Mets needing four runs to get back into the 
old ballgame. ... ’ 


Roy bent forward, hands between thighs and swayed 
as he pictured the situation behind closed eyes. He didn’t 
listen to shortwave often enough these days. He’d even 
lost track of what the Mets were doing, where the league 
was at. 


‘Strike one! ’ the announcer’s voice yelled. 


‘Jesus - come on Joe-boy!’ Roy shouted and rocked 
backwards and forwards. 


‘There’s the wind-up ... the pitch. ; . a curve right 
across the plate! Strike two!’ 


‘Goddamned lousy gate-swinger,’ Roy lamented. 


‘Everybody’s gonna run on this one,’ the excited an- 
nouncer was saying. ‘All it takes is a long ball into left 
field. Keegan’s come in to cut-off a blooper... ’ 


Sharon groaned, turned on her side and flung the blan- 
kets back. Her satin nudity was a beacon beckoning Roy, 
her eyes liquid invitations for something more exciting 
than a radio broadcast of a baseball game from three 
thousand miles distant. 

‘Roy...’ she said in a whisper, 

‘Christ - just a minute! ’ 

‘Oh, sod the radio... ’ 


‘FII throw one into you soon,’ he snarled, fingers 
manipulating the dial as the sound faded. He frowned, 


inched towards the set, swinging it for maximum recep- 
tion. 


‘| don’t like... ’ Sharon started to say. 
‘Shut your mouth!’ 


She whipped covers across her naked belly, sat up to 
study his face. She couldn’t ever recall such an intense 
expression. Such dedication to a sports programme. 


‘Here it comes,’ the announcer husked expectantly. 
‘The entire stadium’s on its feet. This is the big one, folks 
... A knuckle-ball..-. fading .. . fading ... OH, MAN! 

Listen to that sweet noise! He connected ... A golf shot 
into left field...’ 


‘What the hell,’ Sharon complained. ‘Is it golf or base- 
ball?’ . 

Roy backhanded her back into the pillows as he tensed, 
waiting for the next announcement 


‘One runin... Schiller’s rounding third . . . Joe’s 
hoofin’ for second ... sliding now ... It’s gonna be close! 
Keegan’s got an aim an’ he’s smack on target! WOW! 
Lookit that Joe flash those spikes ... He’s made it! A 
two-bagger an’ two runs in! What a batter, folks. What a 
clutch-hitter... ’ 


‘Is that the end?’ Sharon asked, eyes watering from the 
force of his blow. 

‘Not yet... ’ 

She jumped off the bed, grabbed her street-clothes. ‘I’m 
goin’ home,’ she said. 

‘Hey! ’ Roy came to his feet. 

‘Forget it, mate,’ she snapped. ‘I don’t come second 
to any bloody radio. | offered it an’ you wanted to smash 


me. Okay, have your radio. See if it gets you my type of 
kick!’ She stepped into her briefs, tossed her head and 


quickly whipped her marvellous breasts into a bra. In less 
than thirty seconds even this teasing view vanished as she 
dressed hurriedly. 


‘You leave now an’ we’re finished,’ Roy threatened. 


‘So what?’ She laughed briefly, finished dressing. ‘So 
I’ve got Oswald an’ he doesn’t waste time listenin’ to a 
radio. He gets down to the essentials.’ 


‘| could destroy you... ’ 
‘Bleedin’ hell! Tell me another bedtime story!’ 


The radio kept grinding out its nasal-voiced commen- 
tary. The emotional upheaval at the ballpark became an 
overpowering pull for Roy. Much as he wanted Sharon 
and had counted on sleeping with her he could no more 
ignore the urgency of the announcer’s tones than he could 
turn his back on stockcar racing. Or any brand of sport. 


‘Oh, Christ - get out! ’ 


Sharon sighed, stroked her flanks and postured briefly 
before opening the door. Nobody, in her mind, ever did 
this and got away with it! Nobody - not even Mr Satis- 
factory Baird... 


‘| don’t give a damn - I’m not operating a ring these 
days,’ Oswald said and lit a cigarette. 


‘You're crazy,’ Roy remarked acidly as he elbowed 
Adam whose mouth suddenly opened to make a com- 
ment. ‘What if the big-wheels are scared? They ain’t the 
only ones wantin’ hot cars, are they? ’ 


Dean pointed dramatically at the Stock Stop Special. 
‘That’s your answer,’ he snarled. ‘You daren’t take her 
out. We need replacements an’ | haven’t got ’em in stock 
Dunn’s waitin’ and one wrong part and he nails you, son!’ 
| could buy the parts legit,’ Roy suggested. 


‘Where?’ 


‘There are other bloody places,’ Adam cut in. 


‘Oh, screw this!’ Roy kicked a tyre on his Special. 
‘Dunn ain’t gonna stop me. Gimme some names, Oswald 
and | don’t care how far they are, either.’ 


Dean shrugged, dropped ash from his cigarette. ‘You’re 
crazy enough to ask the fuzz for spares! You'll find a list 
in my office - but don’t use this outfit’s credit Pay cash.’ 
He simpered. ‘If you've got any left..’ 


Grabbing the list off a hook, Roy nodded for Adam 
to follow him. Once on the street he swore, started to 
hurry, i'll show ’em all,’ he growled with Adam practi- 
cally trotting to keep, abreast. ‘If I’ve got the bread... 
Man, | could buy out this lousy business!’ 


Adam frowned ‘You’ve got that much?’ 


They crossed the road, dodging traffic with an agility 
bom of living in the city, I’ve got plenty an’ I’m about 
to blow it!’ Roy felt sick at that thought but he wanted 
to do something now to rub Oswald’s nose in the grease. 
He had to justify himself. Had to impress. Had to show 
he was a big man. B-I-G! Bigger than any of them. 


Adam didn’t enjoy hanging round inside the bank as 
Roy filled in a withdrawal slip, approached the. cashier. 


Eyes watched the pair suspiciously. Only Maureen 
seemed at ease, yet without showing it she deliberately 
avoided having Roy come to her window. 


Inching towards the door, Adam suddenly halted, 
stared. Even at the distance he could tell the denomina- 
tion of the notes being handed to Roy - twenties! Bundles 
of them circled with elastic bands. 


‘How much bleedin’ loot is there?’ Adam asked as his 
mate rejoined him. 


Affecting nonchalance, Roy smirked: ‘Sixteen hun- 
dred!’ 


‘Kreest!’ His mouth dry as parchment, Adam walked 
through the swing-door in a daze. Getting bounced back 
and forth by a stream of people entering the bank he 
didn’t even object, lash out He was stunned. The money 
he’d earned nicking cars had all been blown on booze, 
nags, birds and gear. About the only asset left to him was 
a portable tape-recorder he’d just had to buy. Much as he 
detested buying an item costing so much the chances of 
whipping it had been almost non-existent. 


‘| wonder if Dean would sell out?’ Roy said. 
‘Not for less’n five grand! ’ 
Roy glanced at his companion. ‘Why five g’s?’ 


‘| heard him. tellin’ somebody that once.’ Adam 
jammed his hands into his pocket, kicked a cigarette 
packet into the gutter. ‘You could get a brand new car 
for that, Roy. Why muck about with Oswald? He ain’t 
gonna give you any breaks now.’ 


‘All | need are a few parts,’ Roy mentioned, mind 
working fast as they approached a street intersection 
where two used car lots held prominence. ‘Listen... ’ He 
hesitated, drew Adam against a shop wall. ‘lIl pay ex- 
penses if you an’ me team up. You’re mechanically in- 
clined. No - don’t interrupt I’ve watched you tinkerin’ 
with the “Special”. You’ve got possibilities. | could show 
you what was what.’ 


Adam laughed. ‘The idea sounds fantastic but | ain’t 
sold on stockcar racing like you, Roy.’ 


‘Aw, hell - give it a try?’ 


They stood motionless, eyes holding one another. 
People walked past, some showing disapproval, some des- 


perate to prove they didn’t give a damn what a pair of 
skinheads did to occupy their time. 


‘FII get an old banger with a trailer-rig,’ Roy insisted. 
‘You can have that Log book, the lot Then,’ and he 
shrugged as if rubbing off danger’s ever-present calling, ‘if 
| get clobbered at least you’ve got somethin’ to show for 
it all How about it eh?’ 


Adam sighed. ‘It’s your bleedin’ loot man. I’m not 
turnin’ down a car.’ 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Getting a table in the Crooked Fox on a Saturday night 
had the same odds as winning the pools’ jackpot. Bar- 
stools, too, belonged to the early regulars for their after- 
the-match second-guessing discussions. If City won the 
drinkers imbibed happily, content to down-rate the day’s 
opposition and glorify lie ‘lads’. If City lost - hell was 
but a resting place between arguments. 


Inspector Dunn lived at the other side of the district 
Only when duty called louder than his own quiet middle- 
class local did the inspector venture to spend his end-of- 
week relaxation in slumland’s pubs. And duty, tonight, 
called very loud indeed! 


Mingling with the regulars in his civvy suit the inspec- 
tor wondered what these people found enjoyable in such 
crowded surrounds, in an atmosphere reeking of stole 
tobacco and four-letter expletives. Especially, he couldn’t 
help but sympathise with some of the older folk when the 
Skinheads and the heavies got going. 


‘That bloody Carter should be banned for life,’ one flat- 
nose tout yelled. 


City had lost that afternoon! 


The door opened and in came two longhairs wearing 
fringed jackets, paint-splashed jeans and plimsolls. One 
sported a medallion hanging round his neck to draw 
attention to his hairy chest behind the partly-open shirt. 
The other’s tightly fitting jeans flared widely, and were 
covered in transfers. 


They’re in for a rough ride, Dunn thought. And melted 
deeper into the crush. 


Over in a comer, spine pressed against the dividing 
wall separating saloon from public bars, Ned Murray 
spotted the longhairs and tensed. His mouth opened, then 
shut His finger stiffly jabbed Adam Hutton in the 
stomach. And a thumb yanked in the direction of the 
newcomers. 


Adam scowled, twisted his head for a butchers. He 
didn’t want to be disturbed right at that moment. His 
hand under Sharon's skirt had found a haven worth ex- 
ploring and the girl’s harsh breathing told him she was 
really pouring on the old pants to spite Roy, 


‘Longhairs! ’ Ned finally said. 


For a minute, Adam continued to excite Sharon - and 
himself. 


Sam Boyle grunted, finished his pint. His gut ached. 
He’d taken one helluva punch that afternoon and, com- 
bined with his old woman’s idea of a meal, the beer was 
now working to make him sick. Maybe, he thought, a 
boot into a hippy’s groin would make me feel better. 


‘They’re comin’ this way,’ Ned remarked, keeping his 
mates informed from his vantage point. 


Adam swore, took his hand from Sharon’s flesh Swore 
again, ‘Bleedin’ hippies!’ And turned to meet the ‘in- 
vasion’. 

‘Roy’s messin’ with Lil,’ Bob Hayes chuckled. 


Sharon glared at him, silenced Hilda’s attempt to join 
in the conversation with a frigid expression. ‘He’s wel- 
come to that poxed-up doxie,’ she snapped. ‘Come on, 
Adam - feel me up again! | like it... ” She touched his 
hand, tried to guide it back to the nest 


‘Not now,’ Adam said. He tried to signal to Roy but 
his co-leader had other interests. Lil’s breasts. She gave an 
eyeful of those upper joys as she teasingly bent almost 
double to pour a simple pint 


‘Can | get to the bar?’ one longhair asked Sam. 
‘No!’ 


The longhairs exchanged glances. ‘Look, mate - you 
don’t own the pub!’ number one said angrily. 


Sam grinned, found room and landed his knee smack in 
the speaker’s groin. Grabbing Ned’s drink he tossed it 
into the second man’s face. 


‘None of that there ’ere,’ the landlord shouted. 


‘Sorry, guv,’ Adam yelled. His fist zoomed between 
Sharon and Hilda and landed with a jar on longhair two’s 
nose. 


‘Give it to them.’ 


By now, the longhairs were being kicked, punched, 
pushed across the pub. Roy tore his gaze from Lil’s 
superstructure, dived into the mel6e. Some of the anger 
aroused by Sharon found an outlet as he viciously 
stomped one of the hated hippies as the man rolled on the 
floor. 


Dunn rubbed his palms together as a glow of satisfac- 
tion flowed through him. This was what he wanted. A 
single incident. An arrest or two. And a chance to break 
Baird’s alibi. He hadn’t failed to notice the way Baird 
and the Gordon girl were at loggerheads. If he could get 
them both down at the station... 


Hilda screamed, flung herself at the standing longhair. 
Wrapping her thighs round his back she beat at his face 
with small fists. Sharon, not to be outdone, used space 


to land a disastrous toe into the man’s groin, ‘I got 'im.s 
| got ‘im,’ she shouted.; 
‘Break this up!’ 


Dunn shouldered through the milling battlers and laid 
a hand on Sharon’s shoulder. His other arm snaked into 
the throng, touched Roy. ‘Come along, you two!’ 


Adam started to lift his clenched fist to attack the in- 
truder, spotted Dunn’s hard features daring him to hit a 
police officer and stepped back into Ned. ‘Fuzz,’ he mur- 
mured. 


Flat-nose - not to be denied his pleasures - came charg- 
ing forward, stuck his ugly mug against Dunn’s. ‘Leave 
"em alone, mister!’ 


‘I’m a policeman,’ Dunn snarled. 


‘Whatcha mate... ’ Flat-nose melted back out of sight 
Getting a grip on Roy, Dunn let his voice rise above the 
garbled sound in the pub. ‘I’m taking you in... ’ 


A mixture of fears, shattered hopes, frustrations 
flooded Roy. In Sharon’s current mood she would blow 
her mind, spill the beans. Just out of sheer bad-tempered 
unforgiveness. He didn’t dare go with Dunn. Didn’t dare 
let Sharon be taken to the station, either. 


‘The hell you are, mac,’ Roy spat and, twisting to con- 
front his enemy, brought his knee up into the man’s groin. 
As Dunn gasped his hurt, Roy’s hard fist landed in a 
devastating uppercut that caught the inspector smack on 
the button. Eyes glazing, Dunn began to fold. Roy - shak- 
ing off Adam’s restraining hand - smashed a boot into the 
man’s kneecap. Another fist behind the ear ... 


‘God, we’re up to our necks in it now,’ Ned moaned as 
they stumbled down an alley through rotting rubbish. 


‘Yeah,’ Sam allowed, nose wrinkling as he smelt week- 
old cabbage. 


‘You stupid bastard,’ Sharon wailed. ‘He didn’t have 
anythin’ against us.’ 


‘Only assault’ Roy mentioned, pushing her along. 
‘Chrissakes, man...’ Adam panted, forcing a loose 
board inwards as a weed-grown council plot came into 
view on the other side of the rickety fence blocking the 
alley. ‘Dunn’11 do you good! ’ 


‘Where’ve you got the heap?’ Roy snarled. 


‘At home. Why?’ Adam filled the gaping hole in the 
fence, watched his mates as they gathered round Roy, 
i'm takin’ off is why. | want the car.’ 
it’s mine - remember?’ Adam pressed through the 
fence, waited unhappily in the council plot 
‘| paid for it,’ Roy reminded his mate. He shoved past 
Sharon, squeezed through the hole. His face set grim, his 
hand bunching Adam’s jacket ‘It’s mine, mate. | want it, 
see?’ 


‘Go ahead.’ Adam dug into his pocket, tossed keys 
to Roy. ‘Dunn won't let you get far! ’ 


Sam paused, touched Ned’s aim. Whispered: ‘Let’s 
scram. This ain’t our scene, mate.’ 


Ned nodded, got Hilda and Bob. ‘We're getting out,’ he 
warned in a soft voice. ‘Leave ‘em to sort it out... ’ 
‘What about me?’ Sharon asked in a loud voice as she 
struggled to stay their side of the fence. 


‘Do what you like,’ Sam said. ‘Dunn’s after you. He’s 
gonna want blood for what Roy did an’ you were his 
alibi on that Rover chase.’ 


Sharon tossed her head. ‘I can handle fuzz,’ she de- 
clared. 


‘Suit yourself,’ Ned remarked, backing down the alley. 
‘| don’t mind admittin’ I’m scared. The old man’d kill me 
if | got the fuzz callin’ at his shop! ’ 


Roy stuck his head through the fence-hole. ‘What’s 
wrong with you bastards. Come on - let’s blow.’ 


Ned, Sam and Bob backtracked fast. Only Hilda 
seemed tom between loyalties. Sharon stood aloof, gaze 
fixed on Roy - animosity spilling into the night, 


‘Sod the lotta you!’ Roy yelled. 


‘You had a chance,’, Sharon told him icily and slowly 
turned, walked away. Hilda, with a small gasp, ran to join 
her female companion. 


‘That’s it’ Roy said to Adam. He dusted off his gear, 
stood erect All the great schemes fell like a stockmarket 
collapse. His mob had gone cold. The dreams of impor- 
tance crumbled into dust. ‘Where do you stand?’ 


Adam considered his unique position. He’d been 
treated fairly by Roy yet the old members of the gang 
deserved more than passing loyalty. Much as he wanted 
to split himself and follow both dictates tearing huge 
holes in his mind he had to go along with his mates. His 
old mates. Roy was a loser. A fuzz target ‘I’m with ’em,’ 
he said firmly. 


Roy grunted, not honestly blaming Adam for the deci- 
sion. Given a reversal of roles he could have done the 
same. ‘l'Il make out,’ he said. ‘I’ve got enough bread to 
set up again somewhere else. l'Il change my name an’ still 
race!’ 


‘What about your old woman? Won't she... ?’ 


Roy blinked back a tear, steeling himself to a world 
devoid of human emotions. ‘She’ll be happy to see the 
back of me!’ He jangled the car keys, forced a grin. ‘Been 
nice knowin’ you, Adam. See you ones day!’ He didn’t 


offer a hand for a final shake. He simply bunched 
knuckles and gently hit his pal’s shoulder. ‘I’m goin’. Got 
to grab some gear an’ the “Special”. See you, eh?’ He 
swung away fast strode across the council’s plot with its 
weeds playing havoc for those whose homes bordered the 
blighted patch 


Watching him go, Adam Hutton wondered if he ever 
would see Roy Baird again. There’d be a stink in the dis- 
trict following the savage attack on Inspector Dunn. 
Oswald Dean wouldn’t want the gang near his Stock Stop. 
The Crooked Fox would be out of limits, too. The fuzz 
would see to that as well-And no matter what they did 
in the future Dunn would be there, supervising his forces 
to make their untamed lives difficult But - it was worth 
it, he figured. Roy had been a good co-leader. A mate. A 
real skinhead even if he hadn’t been brought up to respect 
soccer aggro and all that being a skin meant He wished 
his departing ‘buddy’ good-luck and, slowly, retreated 
back through the fence and followed the others... 


